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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

So what is the Dominique Silk Collection?  Well, a couple years back I created the pen name Dominique Silk because I wanted to try writing shorter and darker stories without confusing you as to the types of stories I write.  As I wrote those books, however, I came to realize that I like writing longer stories.  I like having more time to develop characters and to let the plot unfold.  It’s not that I didn’t like my Dominique stories – I like them very much! – I just prefer writing longer stories.  So I stopped writing under Dominique’s name.

Now I’ve decided to retire Dominique and to let you know that I had written these stories.  To that end, I’ve collected them into a four volume set.  Each volume includes either two separate stories or one complete two-part story.  I think you’ll enjoy them all very much.

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House Sitter
 and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
.  The Sissy House Sitter
 begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.


Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
 is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

Thanks again for reading and thanks for all your support!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.


Book One

—v—


The Sissy House Sitter

The Emasculation of Louis

by Dominique Silk

(Ann Michelle)

Copyright 2015.  All rights reserved.  For mature audiences only.  All characters are above the legal age.  Don’t buy or read this book if you are under the legal age or anything you see herein is illegal where you live.  Don’t try any of this at home.


Chapter One: “Louis Gets Asked To House Sit”

—v—

This is the story of Louis, and how a house sitting assignment would change his life forever.  His life would change because Louis had an unusual compulsion, a compulsion he called his “hobby” but which he shared with no one.  This compulsion would lead him to invade the privacy of the owners of the house he was asked to watch, and they, in turn would invade his.  And before it was all over, Louis would find a new life... one in high heels and silky dresses.

—v—

Louis was a rather typical student.  He was smart, but no genius.  His grades were good, but not special.  He was responsible and well-liked.  He wasn’t an athlete, but he was active and he kept himself in good shape.  If he had a flaw, aside from youthful inexperience, it was that he was a senior and he had already checked out mentally.  Essentially, he was spending the last few months of his academic career playing video games, watching television, and goofing off... or was it jerking off?  If it wasn’t, it soon would be.

Dinggggg donggggg!

The doorbell rang.

Louis lay on the couch playing the latest Battle Tech Warrior
 game, BTW: The Return of Praxis!
  When the doorbell rang, he looked toward the door a dozen feet away.  He wondered if there was anyone else home who could get it so he didn’t need to get up and lose his game.  Unfortunately, there wasn’t.  His mother had been home, but just left about ten minutes prior.  His sister hadn’t come home yet.  He would need to answer the door himself.

“Oh man,” he said.  “My ’bot’s gonna get killed if I stop now!  Maybe they’ll go away.”  He kept working the game controller like a pro and he skillfully moved his Robot Hunter across the game’s terrain.

The door bell rang again.

Dinggggg donggggg!

“Grrr,” he growled.

Whoever it was was still there.  He exhaled angrily.

“Fine!” he finally exclaimed.

Louis dropped the controller on the couch in frustration.  He could already see enemy robots moving in on his machine.  He shut off the game rather than watch his robot be destroyed.  Then he swung his feet to the floor and he marched over to the front door.

“This better be important!”

The door bell rang again.

Dinggggg donggggg!

Louis opened the door.  Standing on the other side was Mrs. Sullivan from the far end of the street.  The name “Mrs. Sullivan,” however, hardly presented a representative image of this gorgeous woman.  “Mrs. Sullivan,” whose real name was Brandy, was a smoking hot young blonde woman with a body that wouldn’t quit.  She had enormous firm breasts, an hourglass figure, long, toned, tanned legs, and the face of a model.  What’s more, she dressed to show off her figure.  Indeed, she put every other woman on the block to shame, not only with her amazing body but with her amazing wardrobe too.  You never caught her out of designer clothes or high heels and she typically wore tight dresses or miniskirts, but she could rock slacks as well.  By comparison, you never caught Louis’s mother in high heels or short skirts, and his sister was even worse.  Brandy Sullivan was stunning in every way.

He instantly got a boner.

“Hi Mrs. Sullivan,” said Louis nervously.  His heart raced from being this close to this amazingly beautiful woman.

“Hi Louis,” said Brandy in her soft, honey-sweet voice.

“My mother’s not here.”

“That’s ok, Louis.  I’m looking for you.”

“Me?!” squeaked Louis.

“Yes, can I come in?”

Louis swallowed hard.  Why did this amazing woman want to talk to him?  Did he do something wrong?  Was he in trouble?  He couldn’t remember doing anything wrong, but maybe he had.

“Uh, yeah, uh, sure,” he said cautiously.

Brandy chuckled to herself.  She had noticed his reaction to her, from the nervousness to the lust deep within his eyes.  She even noticed his erect dick poking up inside his sweat pants.  This wasn’t an uncommon reaction to her.  “You boys are all the same.  A dick is just a joystick to the brain,” she thought.

She stepped into the house, but couldn’t go any further as Louis barely stepped back from the door.

“Do you mind if we go inside and have a seat?” she asked.

Louis blushed.  “Uh, sorry, yeah.”

They made their way to the living room where Brandy sat down in the chair opposite the couch.  She set her designer purse on the floor next to the chair and then crossed her legs effortlessly.  She popped her high-heeled slingback off her foot and let it dangle from her toes.  This drew Louis’s eyes immediately, as he had a thing for women’s shoes and feet – one of many “things” he had – and he thereafter found himself fighting the urge throughout their conversation to sneak additional peeks at her feet.  That struggle made him burn with shame because he felt as if Brandy could see this expressed in his face.

“So you’re, uh, looking for me?” asked Louis.

“Well, Louis, my husband and I are going out of town for a few days next week.  We do this every year.  The reason I’ve come to see you
 is that while we’re gone, we need someone to watch our cat.  I thought you might be able to help us with that,” said Brandy.

In truth, Louis didn’t like the sound of that much.  That meant that every day he would need to walk over to their house down the street and open cat food and things like that.  That sounded too much like work.  Plus, he would probably need to empty a litter box too.  Yuck!  But then Louis saw Brandy’s slingback swinging gently from her toes and he noticed the outline of her bra against her tight top and suddenly he thought there might be an excellent reason he should
 do this.  In fact, Brandy had a closet full of excellent reasons for him to do this!  He shuddered at the thought and his erection grew even harder.

“I can do that,” he said with a smile, keeping his real thoughts to himself.

Brandy smiled now too.  “Excellent.  Why don’t you start Monday and we’ll discuss compensation when we get back?  I’ll leave a list of instructions on the kitchen counter.”  She then handed Louis the key to the house.

“Ok!” exclaimed Louis and he walked her to the door.

When Brandy was gone and the door closed, he spun around, tossing his fists into the air, and jumped up and down.  He couldn’t contain his excitement.  This was going to be an amazing week, he thought.

It just wouldn’t end the way he expected.

—v—

Monday couldn’t come quickly enough for Louis.  He had spent the rest of the week and the weekend anxiously waiting as he fantasized about what he might find in Brandy’s closet; he masturbated at least a dozen times thinking about all the things he planned to wear and do.  Still, the week moved slowly.  Days dragged on.  Every minute felt like torture.  The real torture came Monday, however, when he realized that he needed to wait until after class to begin his adventure.  This was particularly difficult.  And as he sat in class, he swore that the minutes on the clock began to tick slower and slower and slower until they started moving backwards!

“Oh, that can’t be,” he said.  “Why won’t this day end?!”

He tried his best not to think of it, and yet the day slogged on impossibly slowly, minute by endless minute.  By early afternoon, he was ripping his hair out and having visions of himself jumping through the classroom window and racing off toward the Sullivan house, stripping himself naked as he ran.

The day finally ended.

Louis raced home.

At home, Louis made sure that no one was around who could watch him or figure out how much time he spent at the Sullivan house.  Otherwise, he really couldn’t stay much longer than the time it took to feed the cat.  With no one to watch him, however, he could stay as long as he wanted.  He grabbed the key and started up the street.  A couple minutes later, he was standing at the Sullivans’s door.  His stomach was tied in knots, but he felt no hesitation.

“Here we go,” he said and he slipped the key into the door.


THUNK! 
 It unlocked.

Louis turned the knob and stuck his head inside.

“Hello?” he called out.

No one answered.

Louis looked around to make sure he wasn’t being watched and then he went inside.  The house was quiet and dark.  It smelled vaguely of Brandy’s perfume.  Louis loved the smell.

“Let’s take care of the cat first,” said Louis.  He didn’t want to forget that.

Louis went to the kitchen.  On the counter were instructions for feeding the cat.  He followed them and was done with his duties a few minutes later.  At that point he should have left, but he didn’t; it was time to do what he really came here for.

“This is going to be amazing!” said Louis.

He rubbed his hands together.

About a minute later, however, Louis still found himself in the kitchen.  He hadn’t moved an inch and he was finding it hard to take that first step.  Indeed, despite desperately wanting to see what Brandy had in her closet, Louis found it strangely difficult to start down the hallway.  This all felt so forbidden and somehow that scared him:

“What if they come back?”

“What if they’re somewhere in the house?”

“What if someone sees me?”

He couldn’t get these fears out of his mind.

“I need to go if I’m going to do this,” said Louis, trying to talk himself into taking that first step.

He still didn’t move.

“The house is empty.  There’s no one here,” he told himself.  “No one will ever know.”

He took a deep breath and concentrated on moving.  Louis closed his eyes and walked out of the kitchen.  He was moving.  It had worked.  A moment later, he stood at the end of the hallway, staring down this dark and forbidding passageway.  The hallway felt menacing somehow, dangerous, and yet he had the sense of there being a great treasure at the other end of the hallway if he would risk it; the bedroom was on the far end. 

The house was silent.

Louis felt his heart race.  His was breathing erratically.  “I need to... running out of... have to,” he said and he stopped.  He ran his parched tongue over his teeth.  “If I want this, then I need to go down there.”

Still, he stood there.

He looked at his watch.  He had been standing there for over a minute now.

“I can do this,” he said.

Still, he didn’t move.  He just couldn’t get himself to invade their privacy.  And that’s really what this was.  He knew that.  What Louis was about to do was definitely a dirty thing to do... but somehow, that made the pull even stronger.  It was the fear that stopped him.

“I need to go now!
” he said aloud.

The sound of his voice seemed harsh and loud against the house’s silence.

“But what if they’re still down there?” he asked himself, whispering this time.

“Don’t be stupid,” he retorted.

“If I go down there, I could run into them and then what would happen?  How do I explain that?” asked his fears.

Louis wiped the sweat from his brow.  He knew his fears were irrational.  The Sullivans weren’t home.  The house was too still for that.  And why would they try to trick him in any event?

“I need to go or I need to leave,” he said firmly.

Suddenly, his right foot took a step down the hallway.  Louis had done this entirely on impulse and it almost surprised him that he had begun moving.  Then his left foot followed.  Again, Louis felt surprised.  His right foot moved forward again.  And then his left foot followed once more.  By this point, his doubts vanished.  He had made up his mind.

“I can’t not do this,” said Louis beneath his breath.

He realized he would regret it for the rest of his life if he didn’t go examine Brandy’s closet.

Louis slowly made his way down the hallway.  As he neared the bedroom, his heart began to beat even faster.  He felt like a criminal about to break into a vault.  But at the same time, he felt incredible excitement about what awaited him in that room.  This was true treasure!

When he came to the bedroom door, Louis stopped in the hallway and peered inside.  He wanted to be sure there was no one in there.  There wasn’t.  The room was empty.  He was alone.

He breathed a sigh of relief.

“Go,” he told himself.

Louis stepped into the bedroom.  The enormous bed sat to his left.  It was a king-sized bed with posts in each corner and a wrought iron frame.  To either side sat chests of drawers.  Directly opposite the bed was the closet.  It was a walk-in closet that was large enough to contain several sets of built-in drawers and racks, a full-length mirror, two chairs and a bench.  It was also packed... PACKED
 with dresses and rows and rows of high-heeled shoes!  Louis instantly became hard as a rock.

“Oh my God!” he whispered.

Louis looked over his shoulder to the left and the right, to make sure he was alone.  He still felt like a thief, but he didn’t care at the moment.  All he cared about right now was touching Brandy’s clothes.

“This is amazing!” gushed Louis as he crossed the threshold into the closet.

As he entered the closet, which was more of a small room, he saw that to his right hung about twenty designer men’s suits.  Next to those stood a series of shelves that included a dozen pair of men’s dress shoes and then several dozen perfectly folded ties.  All of that belonged to Carl, Brandy’s husband, and none of it interested Louis.  What interested him came next.

What came next was a long cutout area in the built-in closet where a vast number of dresses hung.  These were gorgeous too!  Another set of dresses ran the length of a similar rack on the opposite side of the closet.  They were just as gorgeous.  At the far end of the closet, just beyond the dresses and running perpendicular to them, were rows and rows of amazing shoes, with a set of drawers full of panties, stockings, bras and other lingerie standing right in the middle of the shoes.

“This is incredible!” thought Louis giddily.  “There must be eight feet of dresses on either side of the closet!  And there’s another sixty pair of high heels on either side of the panties!  I could spend years in here!”

He brushed his hand over the soft dresses.  His dick was throbbing away in his pants.

“I’ve got to—” he started to say and then he just giggled.  He was overwhelmed with his discovery.

Louis pulled a pink sundress off the rack to his right and held it against his body.  He never expected that it would fit because Brandy Sullivan was so much smaller than he was, but it actually looked like it might.  In reality, while he had fantasized about wearing her clothes, he expected that he would only be able to touch them... to smell them... to rub them against himself.  Suddenly, the idea of wearing them became real to him!

“That would be incredible!” he said.

Louis burned with an intense desire to slip the dress over his head to see if it fit.  He needed
 to wear this dress if he could!  So he licked his lips nervously and he slipped it over his head.  From there, he worked it down his body.

It fit!

Oh my God, it fit!

Louis felt a warm, happy feeling welling up inside himself.  He felt like a kid in a candy store who had been told, “Go on, son, it’s all yours!”  It was so overwhelming he almost cried.

“It fits,” he exclaimed with a growing smile... and a throbbing dick.

Louis stood there for almost thirty seconds taking this in and contemplating the possibilities.  He was wearing Brandy’s dress.  He could wear all of her clothes!  What should he do?!  Then, for some reason, he chickened out.  He pulled the dress off his body again and he hung it up once more.

“I’ll get back to that,” he said, knowing he intended to leave and not come back.  He didn’t know why, but something inside him wanted him to leave.  Something inside him warned him this would not end well.  This was just something a young man should not do.

He started to turn to leave, but a pair of high-heeled slingbacks with a wide open toe caught his eye as he moved toward the door; he couldn’t resist them.  He froze and bit his lip.  His will to “do the right thing” seemed to fail.  Slowly, he inched over to the slingbacks and ran his finger over their lines.  They were very pretty, but they obviously had been worn a lot because he could see Brandy’s footprint pressed into the leather of the insole.  That actually made them a little more exciting.  He brought his face to the shoe and sniffed it.  He could smell the combination of old leather and years of Brandy’s foot-sweat embedded in the leather.

His dick throbbed and began to slobber precum into his pants.

An idea suddenly struck Louis.  It too was irresistible.  He looked around nervously to make sure he was alone and that he couldn’t be seen from a window or anything like that.  He couldn’t.  He was safe.  So he unzipped his pants and lowered them to his thighs.  He pulled his underwear down too.  His hard dick sprung out into the open.  Its head was wet and covered with precum.

Louis giggled nervously.  He wanted to do this, but it scared him too.

“I shouldn’t do this,” he said.  He had to do this though.

Louis took the shoe and brought it down to his dick.  Then he slid his dick inside and he rubbed it the length of the shoe making the insole wet.  The idea that the next time Brandy wore these shoes – and it looked like she wore them a lot – she would be standing on his juices excited him.

He finally pulled his dick out of the shoe after a few more rubs and zipped up his pants again.  He went to replace the shoe on the shelf.  As he did, he noticed that Brandy apparently had rather large feet.  In fact, her feet were just large enough that Louis could wear her shoes... which made him super
 excited!  He’d never worn high heels before, because he never found any that even came close to fitting him in the closets of his sister, his mother or the sisters or mothers of his friends, but he absolutely wanted to.  It was a true fantasy of his!  Now he could achieve it!

“I can wear these,” he gasped.

Louis grabbed a pair randomly.  He set them in the floor and started to pull off his own socks.  Then he saw his watch.

“It’s been a long time,” he said and he twisted his lips.  “I need to get going before anyone gets suspicious about how long I’ve been in here!”  He looked at the high-heeled shoes on the floor and he ran his tongue over his lips.  “Next time!”

He picked the shoes back up...

... and he left.

And the moment he emerged from the house, he felt like a coward.


Chapter Two: “Louis Explores The Closet”

—v—

After seeing the closet, but being too scared to touch anything, Louis was dying for a rematch.  He could barely wait to get back to the house.  He felt stupid for not taking advantage of the opportunity.  Opportunities like this were so rare, they might only happen once in a lifetime, if that.

Louis had always wanted to dress up in women’s clothes.  Not only did he feel compelled to do it, but he genuinely wanted to do it... of course, that could have been the same thing, he wasn’t sure.  In any event, the idea turned him on and made him happy and he had fantasized about it for as long as he could remember.  To try to satisfy that fantasy, Louis had searched through his mother’s closet, which was sadly lacking, his sister’s closet, which he found to be packed with clothes that were almost mannish, and the closets of his friends’ sisters and mothers whenever he could get away to sneak a peek.

In all those attempts, he never once found anything that would fit him.  Hence, despite having such a strong desire to cross-dress, he’d never managed to wear more than a pair of ill-fitting utilitarian panties and some too-tight knee-high stockings.  He was desperate for more, only he had no idea where to get more... not at this point in his life where he had very little privacy and even less money.

This made Brandy’s closet a Godsend, but he had failed to take advantage of that incredible gift and that made him ashamed.  Indeed, he spent that entire first night and his whole next day in class thinking about everything he should have done, but didn’t.  All day and all night, he imagined himself in her dresses and her shoes, prancing around the house with an enormous erection stroking himself as he went.  This thought kept him throbbing all day long and almost made him squirt twice.  It also kept him ashamed that he had chickened out.

“I should have tried them on!” he kept thinking.

“How could I not do that?”

“What was I afraid of?”

Then he vowed the next time would be different.  The next time, he knew what he needed to do, especially now that he knew that Brandy’s clothes would fit him perfectly.  This time, he was going to do it right.  This time he was going to prove he wasn’t afraid, that he was man enough to actually put on Brandy’s clothes.  This time, he would satisfy the fantasy of a lifetime!  He was ready.

Unfortunately, as before, he first needed to endure another day of watching the clock tick down minute by painfully slow minute.

—v—

Louis finally stood before Brandy’s closet door again.  He had waited all day to return to this closet... and now he paused.  Somehow, stepping through the closet door and putting on one of Brandy’s dresses felt like it would be a new moment in his life.  It felt momentous.  It felt like nothing would ever be the same after that.  This terrified Louis even as it sent a sense of exhilaration racing through him.  He wasn’t sure he was ready.

“I will not fail again!” he finally said and he stepped through the door.

Once again, Louis felt like he had stepped into a fantasy world as he walked through the door into the closet.  This time, however, he was determined to take things much farther than he had the last time.  This time, he was going all the way.

“I should probably get naked first.  Yes, indeed,” he said and he ran his hand over the rack of dresses.

Louis stepped back and pulled his jacket from his back and set it on the chair.  His shirt, his pants, his socks and his underwear quickly followed.  Soon, he stood completely naked in the middle of Brandy Sullivan’s closet.

“This feels so strange,” said Louis.

He felt naughty.

He closed his eyes, took in the smells and stroked his rock-hard dick.  It wasn’t the biggest dick ever, but it was a decent size, and it certainly fit his hand well.  He then opened his eyes and went to the underwear drawer.  He opened the drawer on the left and found all kinds of panties, everything from lace to simple cotton, decorative to plain, boy-cut to thongs.  He took a deep breath, considered one more time if he wanted to take this step in his life, found he absolutely did, and then pulled out a pink pair that caught his eye.  He lowered them to the floor, stepped into them and then tried to slide those up his legs.

It didn’t work.

They were way too small!  Waaaay too small!


“Oh no!” thought Louis.  He felt his hopes dashing like a wooden ship against a rocky coast.  “If these don’t fit, then nothing will fit.”  He bit his lip.  “But the dress fit yesterday, didn’t it?”

Louis went to the dresses and grabbed the same dress he slid over his head briefly the day prior.  It was a pink sundress with a pleated waist and a silver belt.  The hem of the dress stopped right around his knees.

“It seems large enough,” he said.  “Only one way to know.”

With that, he slipped the dress over his head.  It fit like a dream, just as it had the day before.

“So why don’t the panties fit?”

Louis walked back over to the panty drawer and took a pair from the other side of the drawer, the right side nearest the pink dress.  He held those up.  They looked bigger actually than the first pair.  He stepped into them and tried pulling them up his legs.

They fit perfectly.

“How strange!  Why would the first pair be so incredibly tight and then the second pair fit so well?  Maybe she bought the wrong size,” thought Louis.

He shrugged his shoulders; it didn’t matter.  He had found a pair that fit.

The impact of that thought hit Louis a moment later.  He had been so busy wondering about the too-small panties that he hadn’t even noticed that he just pulled a dress over his head and panties up his legs.  But he had!  He was wearing a dress and panties!


“Oh my God!” thought Louis and he stepped over to the mirror.

Staring back from the mirror was another person.  This person looked like Louis, only it wasn’t.  This version of Louis wore a pink sundress.  This version wore panties.  Louis stared at this person in amazement.  It looked just like him only he wore a pink sundress!

He spun around, causing his dress to float on air around his thighs.

“This is incredible,” said Louis and a flood of emotions swept over him.  He simultaneously felt deeply embarrassed, emasculated, and humiliated, combined with feeling ecstatic and overwhelmingly happy and free.  For the first time in his life, he felt like he finally saw this person buried deep within him who was constantly screaming for a little attention.

A tear appeared in Louis’s eye.

He suddenly wanted more.

Louis grabbed a pair of pink pumps from the shelf to his left.  He set those on the ground and slipped his feet into them... that is, he tried to slip his feet into them.  They were way too small.

“Now what?” asked Louis.  His first-timer’s buzz faded somewhat.

He picked up the shoe and turned it over.  This shoe was three sizes smaller than the pair he picked up the prior day.

“What the heck?”

Louis returned the shoe to the shelf and grabbed the next shoe over, a leopard print sandal.  It was the smaller size as well.  He began to look through all the shoes around it and they were all that smaller size.

“This is really strange!” he declared.

Louis returned to the shoes on the right side of the panty drawer and grabbed the first pair, a pair of high-heeled mules with an open toe.  These were the bigger size.  So were the sandals next to those and the pumps after those and the high-heeled clogs.  The clogs were amazing.  They had a chunky five-inch high heel sitting atop a two-inch thick wooden platform.  The brown leather of the clog was soft and malleable and was attached to the wooden platform by brass rivets.  Louis told himself he needed to wear these shoes and they would fit too, so he dropped them to the ground and he slipped his feet into them.

They fit perfectly.

Louis savored that moment where he rose five inches taller than normal.  Nothing compared to this moment.

“Oh my God, that’s awesome!” he said.

His dick was throbbing and a wave of shudders race through his body.  He felt like he might collapse these feelings were so strong and drained his muscles of strength.  He imagined himself now walking down the street wearing these.  It was a magical image made all the more real now that he had actually worn heels.  He reached down and jerked himself without restraint.  He only stopped when he realized he wanted to do more before he came.

As his mind slowly returned to normal, Louis began to ask questions again.

“Why are there two different size shoes here?” asked Louis.  “Why would Brandy need two different size shoes?”

He scratched his head.  That made no sense to him.  He started looking around again.  The more he looked, the more it became clear that something strange was going on.  All the clothes on the right hand side of the closet, the dresses, the lingerie, and the shoes, were about Louis’s size.  All the clothes on the left hand side, the dresses, the shoes, the lingerie, were several sizes smaller.  It was as if the wardrobe belonged to two different people.  But Louis had never seen another woman here.

“This is a real mystery,” thought Louis.

He opened the panty drawer again and the ones below it.  The first two drawers were just panties.  The next was jewelry.  The next, however, stopped his search cold.  This drawer was full of data storage devices.

“What are these?” he wondered.

Louis picked one up and examined it.  There was no way to tell what was on this device except to open it and see, but it only took him a few seconds to come up with a very good idea of what this was.  Indeed, what else would a married couple keep on a data device hidden in a panty drawer, especially so many data devices?

“These have to be homemade pornos!”

Louis was super excited to come to that realization.  Unfortunately, to find out, he would need a computer and the only computer he knew about was in his room at home.  But then it struck him!

“Wait a minute!  They have to be able to play these or they wouldn’t keep them.  And there’s a home theater down the hallway.  I’ll bet they have a disc player that has an input for these devices!”

Louis decided to go check.

—v—

Louis left the closet with the data device.  At first, he didn’t think anything of leaving the closet.  After all, he goes from one room in his house to another all the time without a second thought, so why should this be any different?  It didn’t even occur to Louis that it might be different until he stepped out into the hallway.

CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!

He stopped.  His dick shot to attention.

That clopping sound was the sound of his heavy wooden clogs hitting the hardwood floors of the hallway.  The first CLOP
 was the platform sole of his shoe beneath his toes striking the floor.  The second was his heavy heel following a moment later.  And that sound instantly set his soul afire and made him burn from within with a desire to... well... he didn’t exactly know.  Louis knew he felt a tingle all over his body and he desperately wanted to masturbate, but there was more to the feeling.  Part of him felt like he wanted to scream, “I made that girly sound!” and run through the streets declaring himself a woman.  But most of him didn’t want that at all.  Most of him loved being male but just kind of... sort of... a little bit... in a way... wanted to feel feminine for a tiny little bit.  It didn’t make any sense and Louis couldn’t explain it.  It was just how he felt and it was all rather hazy.  He knew he wanted something but he didn’t know what.  It was an overwhelming feeling, but it was also a confusing sexual feeling that made him hard as a rock and weak at the knees, but didn’t really tell him how to satisfy it.

In any event, he felt lightheaded upon hearing the clogs.

“Oh my God!” he said and he grabbed the wall to steady himself.

He then instinctively yanked up his dress and started stroking his dick.  He was breathing hard almost instantly.  His dick was throbbing in his hand after the first stroke.  He could feel his dick swelling.  His balls pulled back like a trigger cocking.  He was just about to burst.

Then he saw the light.

At the end of the hallway, there was a window and through it shown a blinding light onto the floor in the spare bedroom.  It was just the sun, but through the blinding light, Louis suddenly realized that he could see another window, a window to the neighbor’s house.

“They can see me!” he squealed.

Louis ducked down, which wasn’t easy in the clogs, and raced down the hallway to get out of the direct view of the window.  That was even harder.  Nevertheless, he went as fast as he could:  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!  CLOP CLOP!


It took him much longer than it normally would have in his tennis shoes and he almost fell a couple times and he twisted his ankle twice because he wasn’t proficient in the heels.  In fact, he found himself taking steps that were only a few inches in length because of the heels, which made his escape painfully slow and increased his sense of panic that he would be spotted before he could get away.  He also needed to hold his arms out for balance, which would have made him feel like a fool except that he was so focused on escaping and hiding that he couldn’t stop to think about how silly he looked to anyone watching.

It never occurred to him to remove the clogs.

A moment later, he ducked into the home theater room.

“I made it!” he exclaimed.

For the next several seconds, he leaned against the doorway catching his breath and waiting for his heart to slow down.  When he finally caught his breath, he looked down and he realized that his dress had tangled itself around his dick and in his panties.  He laughed and untangled that.  Then he looked around.  He was in the home theater room and he still had the data device with the homemade pornos in his hand.  With his curiosity getting the better of him, he decided to see if he couldn’t open the device here.  So he checked out their equipment and sure enough there was a way to open the device and see its contents.  He plugged it in, grabbed the controller and sat down in one of the big leather chairs.

He was in for a shock.


Chapter Three: “The Sullivans’ Secret Home Movies”

—v—

Louis leaned back in the leather chair.  He crossed his legs and let his high-heeled clog dangle from his toes as he’d seen other women do.  He smiled at the idea of doing something so feminine, so he shook his leg excitedly and moved his toes to make the shoe dance.  It made him happy to think that this was his foot.  It also turned him on.  It turned him on so much that he decided to take up playing with himself again.  So he uncrossed his legs and he threw his right leg over the arm of the chair.  He then pulled up his dress to his waist and he pulled his dick from his panties.  He started stroking himself.

“Let’s see what kind of show Brandy puts on!” he said and he clicked the controller.

It brought up a menu.  On the menu were several videos and a series of photos.

“That’s a good sign!” said Louis.

He clicked on the first video.  The screen went dark.

Then the lights came up.

A moment later, a title appeared.  It read:  “The Maid’s Discipline!”

“Oooh,” said Louis excitedly.  “I can’t wait to see Brandy in a maid costume.  She’s so hot already!”

Just the thought of Brandy in a maid costume caused precum to drip out of his dick.  Louis smeared the precum all over the head of his dick and started stroking his dick furiously as he watched the screen.  The idea of seeing Brandy in a maid costume was an absolute turn on.  And the idea that he was getting to see this when he wasn’t supposed to be was even more exciting.  Add the fact he was wearing Brandy’s clothes and this was perhaps the most excited Louis ever felt in his entire life.

“I will never forget this day!  Come on, Brandy!” he called to the screen.

Meanwhile, on the screen, the camera focused on the Sullivans’ living room.  From the right of the screen came the sound of approaching high heels followed by the entrance into the scene of a woman dressed as a French maid.  Her face wasn’t clear in the video, but the woman had long curly hair, similar to Brandy’s, and a shapely body, also similar to Brandy’s.  Louis assumed this had to be Brandy.  After all, who else could she be?

The maid uniform was black with puffy white sleeves.  It stopped in all the right places and it was very sexy.  On her legs, the woman wore stockings, and on her feet she wore black high-heeled mules.  She tottered a bit in the unstable heels.

“It’s time to clean the living room before the Mistress gets home,” said the Maid.

“Mistress?” thought Louis.  “Is Brandy going to make it with a chick?  That would be awesome!”  Louis considered this for a moment.  “That would explain why the dresses in the closet come in two different sizes.  Maybe Brandy has a girlfriend who lives here sometimes?”

Louis felt more confused than happy by this answer, but that passed as he returned his attention to the screen.  On the screen, the maid moved to the bookshelf and started dusting.  She moved in an exaggerated feminine manner, and when she reached up to dust the top of the bookshelf, she flipped up her skirt behind her, showing the camera her panties, and she stood on tiptoe.  She shook her butt.

“This is so hot!  You’re amazing, Brandy!” exclaimed Louis.

The maid pretended to drop her feather duster.  She put her hand over her mouth and said, “Ooopsie!”  Then she bent over to pick it up in a way which showed her panties to the camera.

“What are you doing?!” demanded a female voice off screen.

The maid jumped to attention.  “I’m sorry, Mistress!”

“Oh my God!  She is going to make it with a chick!” squealed Louis and he squeezed his dick even harder and stroked even faster.  His whole body shook, causing the high-heeled clog from the leg draped over the arm of the chair to fall off his foot to the floor.

“How dare you show your panties, Charlotte!” said the woman.

A moment later, the woman entered the scene.  She had long blonde hair, just like Brandy’s.  She had an amazing hourglass shape, just like Brandy.  She even had the wiggle in her walk that Brandy had.  Indeed, she looked more like Brandy than the maid did, though Louis had yet to see anything but her back.  It seemed clear though that this was Brandy.

“If that’s Brandy, then who is the maid?” asked Louis.

Brandy walked over to “Charlotte,” the maid.  Charlotte was definitely bigger, which Louis again believed was proof that the second set of clothes in the closet belonged to this woman.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” said the maid and she folded her hands before her and she hung her head.  She bowed down without raising her eyes.

“Spread your legs,” commanded Brandy.

“Yes, Mistress,” said the maid and she spread her legs and bent over.  She placed her hands on her knees and squatted somewhat so that her rear stuck out.  Brandy walked around behind her running her finger over the woman’s cheeks.  In her hand, she held a black paddle with what appeared to be metal studs on the paddle.  She was slapping that paddle into the palm on her other hand.

THAP!

THAP!

THAP!

“It frustrates me, Charlotte, that you make me do this,” said Brandy.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

THAP!

THAP!

“I want to be nice to you, but you’re such a naughty girl that I have no choice but to discipline you!” added Brandy.

“Yes, Mistress, I’m sorry.  I am a naughty girl.  I need to be punished,” said the maid.

“Oh my God!  This is so hot!” squealed Louis.

Brandy tossed the maid’s skirt up onto her back, exposing her frilly panties.  She then yanked those down to the bottom of the maid’s butt cheeks.  After that, she ran her finger in a circular motion around the maid’s crack.

“This is going to hurt, little girl,” said Brandy.

“I know, Mistress.  The pain will teach me.”

“Yes... yes, it will,” said Brandy.

Brandy raised the paddle up high into the air.

“She’s really going to do it!” exclaimed Louis.  He was stroking his dick hard and fast and his hand was covered in precum.  He had never seen anything so exciting before on film.


Whoooosh!
 came the paddle flying through the air.  You could actually hear the paddle cut through the air.

CRACK!!

The paddle slammed into the maid’s rear.  The air around it seemed to sizzle.

Louis’s jaw dropped.  This was no fake strike.  He saw Brandy’s muscles flex; she swung the paddle hard.  He heard the impact of the paddle.  He saw the vibration in the maid’s butt cheeks, and he heard the maid suck in air at the strike and then whimper a moment later.  Brandy had truly hurt this woman.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

More blows landed, a total of twenty in all.  The maid seemed reduced to tears, though she held tight and took her punishment.

“I hope this teaches you a lesson,” said Brandy harshly.

The maid nodded her head.  “Yes, Mistress.  I won’t disobey again.”

Brandy, who had been gently rubbing her finger of the maid’s red, inflamed rear, suddenly stopped.  “Do not lie to me, Charlotte!”

“It’s not a lie, Mistress!”

“Oh yes it is.  Making a promise you can’t keep is the same thing as telling a lie, and that is a promise you cannot keep.  You are too naughty a girl to keep that promise,” said Brandy.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Brandy ran her hand over the maid’s back in a comforting way.  “I know you are, but you still need to be punished,” said Brandy.  With that, Brandy walked the maid over to a low coffee table.  She made the maid get on her knees before the table, which placed the table top right about level with the maid’s crotch.  Then she raised the maid’s dress and tucked it into her belt.

“Pull it out,” said Brandy.

“Please don’t do this, Mistress!”

“Pull it out
,” growled Brandy.

“Yes, Mistress,” said the maid.  She seemed nervous.  Nevertheless, the maid reached into her panties and pulled them down to her knees.  When she leaned back up, Louis was in for a shock.  There on the screen, the maid pulled a large, rock-hard dick
 from her panties.

Louis couldn’t believe his eyes.

“Oh my God!  She’s a man!” exclaimed Louis.

At that moment, Louis’s dick let go of its load.  Hot, wet juices shot out of his dick, up into the air, and down on everything around him.  Louis panicked and tried to scoop up all the juices before it hit anything, but it was too late.  Brandy’s panties were soaked with his hot, wet, sticky fluid.  There was some on the dress too and the chair and the carpet.  He would need to clean all of that before the Sullivans returned home and before it stained!

Meanwhile, on the screen, the maid put his dick on the table and his hands behind his back.  Brandy walked over to him and she raised her leg until she could put her high-heel encased foot on the table as well.  She placed that foot on top of the man’s dick and she began to crush it as if she were pushing down a gas pedal.

“Ouuuuch!” exclaimed Louis as he imagined Brandy crushing his own dick.

Suddenly, Louis realized that this man in the maid costume had no testicles!  None.

“What happened to her balls?!  I mean, his
 balls?!” squealed Louis.

He cringed and looked away.  He decided to shut off the video.

“I can’t believe this,” he said.  “That was a dude!  That was a man
 in the maid dress!”  He looked down at the dress and heels he wore.  “Ewww!  That means this dress belongs to a man!”

Louis felt very dirty suddenly.  Wearing Brandy’s dress would have been amazing, wearing a dress worn by some dude, a dude without balls at that, was a different matter entirely.  Louis wanted to rip off the dress.

Then it struck him.  There was only one person that man could have been.  It had to be Brandy’s husband Carl!!

“Holy crap!” exclaimed Louis.

—v—

Louis jumped out of the chair and shuddered.  He was temporarily confused and didn’t know what to do.  Was this a joke?  Was it real?  Was it really Carl?  His mind raced in a million directions.  He grabbed at his dress and tried to pull it off.  Then he stopped.  Then he tried again.  Then he stopped again.  A moment later, he crashed back down into the chair.  He stared at the ceiling.

“Could that really be her husband?” asked Louis.  “No, it has to be a mistake.  I need to change.”

Louis kicked off the heels and scurried down the hallway to the closet.  But as he went, his curiosity filled him again.  He needed to see more videos.  He needed to know.  So when he reached the closet, he didn’t change.  Instead, he grabbed a handful of the other devices and returned to the theater with them.  He removed the one he had been watching and he stuck the next into the machine.

Once again, the screen went dark.  Then the lights rose until the Sullivans’s backyard patio appeared on the screen.  Two women were sitting in sun bathing chairs.  One was slathering sun tanning lotion onto the back of the other.  Both wore bikinis and high-heeled wedge sandals.  The one, which was obviously Brandy, wore a pink and white bikini set and white wedges.  The other, which was obviously her husband, wore a black and white-checkered bikini and tan wedges.

There were two reasons this was obviously her husband.  The first was that his hard dick pushed against the bikini, which just couldn’t hide it.  Hence, he was obviously a man.  The other reason, which was even more obvious, was that he didn’t wear a wig or any sort of makeup.  Basically, it was very easy to see who he was just by looking at him because he looked like himself.

Brandy started speaking.

“Hello, beautiful audience, which I’ve promised Charlotte will just be us.”  She winked at the camera.  “Of course, for the record, I am under no obligation to keep my promises to her.  In any event, today I’m showing Charlotte how to sunbathe.  Wave to the audience, dear,” said Brandy.

Carl twisted his lips and waved.  He clearly wasn’t as happy to be on video as Brandy.

“I’m making Charlotte sunbathe for two reasons.  First, I think she’ll look better with a gorgeous tan.  Secondly, I want her to have nice, sissy tan lines.  No more going to the gym with her buddies for Charlotte!” said Brandy and she laughed.  “Isn’t that right, dear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” replied Carl reluctantly.

“Of course, I might still send you for fun!”

“Wow,” thought Louis.  “She’s cruel!”

At this thought, his dick got harder.

“Why does that make me hard?” he asked.  Louis suddenly felt uneasy.  He stopped the video and started another.  This time, Carl sat in a chair as Brandy did a tutorial on how to apply makeup using him as a test subject.  In the next video, she instructed Carl in how to walk in high heels.  Interestingly, Carl still seemed to have testicles at that point.

“How did he lose them?” wondered Louis.

Louis plugged in another video.  This time Carl wore a Minnie Mouse dress and Brandy made him get on his knees and lick her pussy.  In another video he was Supergirl and his wife was a supervillain.  In other videos, he was a stripper, a cop and a school girl.  Each time, his wife tied him up, chained him up or roughed him up.  Louis was hard as a rock watching these even though he’d just squirted.

“I’ll bet they’d be horrified if they knew I was watching these videos!” he said with a big laugh.  He smirked evilly.  “I should keep a couple and blackmail them!” he joked.

—v—

The week came to an end all too soon for Louis.  He spent the next four days wearing everything he could find in the closet and masturbating; he had gotten over the idea that these things belonged to Carl.  One by one, he wore each dress that fit and each pair of heels and he stroked himself until he came, sometimes twice.  By Friday, he was so sore that he could barely touch himself anymore.  In terms of masturbating, he did it on the Sullivans’s bed, on their couch in the living room, in the guest bedroom, on the island in the kitchen, and in the theater.  The theater was his favorite place to do it because he could then watch more of the videos Brandy had made of her domination and feminization of her husband.  He had become obsessed with those videos.  He even thought of taking them home and making copies.

Today was his final day.  The Sullivans would come back the following morning.

Louis leaned back in the soft leather chair and slowly finished himself off after the explosion.  He massaged every last drop out of his dick.  Once again, his juices had flown everywhere.  They covered his dick, his hand and his panties, of course, but some also landed on the chair, the carpet, his stockings, and the shimmery black and silver A-line dress he wore.  Fortunately, he’d missed the black high-heeled Mary Jane pumps on his feet.

“I am going to miss this so much!” he exclaimed.

“I’ll bet you are,” growled Brandy from behind him.

Louis’s heart stopped.

He jumped out of the chair, but in the unfamiliar spike heels, he lost his balance on the way to his feet and he ended up crumpling to the ground in a pile of femininity.  He had been caught... exposed... and there was nothing he could do to escape his fate.  And based on the angry look on Brandy Sullivan’s face, his fate wasn’t going to be a good one.


Chapter Four: “At The Mercy of Brandy Sullivan”

—v—

Louis felt a deep sense of terror.  Somehow, Brandy Sullivan had appeared behind him and caught him masturbating while wearing a dress and high heels that apparently belonged to her husband.  She was glaring furiously at Louis and he realized this was very, very bad.  Her husband Carl stood behind her looking more embarrassed than angry for some reason, which Louis could probably guess if he wasn’t so terrified.

“How dare you!” growled Brandy.

Louis swallowed hard.  He had no idea what to say, if anything.  At the same time, his dick shot to attention again, which was rather embarrassing.  He struggled for something to say, “I... I... uh, I can, uh—”

She ignored his feeble attempt to speak.  “We asked you to feed our cat and entrusted you with our keys for that simple purpose only and then I find this?!  I find you sitting in our theater, wearing my clothes, jerking yourself off, and looking through our private matters?!”

“I’m sorry!”

“Sorry doesn’t cover it, Louis!  This is an outrage!
”

Louis suddenly had images in his head of Brandy calling the cops and having him taken away.  He saw himself sitting in a cell wearing this dress and these heels as big burly men looked him over leeringly, trying to figure out if they should pound his ass with their dicks now or wait until lights out!  Alternatively, he saw her dragging him by the hand down the street, like a child, to his house, where she exposed him to his mother and sister.  He would never live that down.

He wanted to vomit.

“What in the world can you say for yourself?!” demanded Brandy, though this was rhetorical.  She wasn’t interested in an answer.

“It was an accident,” suggested Louis.  He was lost and his mind was just tossing out ideas now in the hope that something he said could salvage the situation.  This comment wasn’t going to do it.

Brandy looked like she’d been slapped across the face.  “An accident
?!  Did you seriously say this was ‘an accident’?!  What kind of accident lands you in my dress and heels and makes you masturbate in our theater?!”  She laughed cynically at the stupidity of Louis’s defense.  At the same time, however, an idea struck her.  She didn’t know where it came from exactly, but something told her that she was staring at the most golden of golden opportunities ever.  She had been looking for ways to take her fun with her husband to another level, and here was this young man, who had delivered himself into her clutches.  This all seemed perfect!  But would he agree?

“He might,” she thought.  “And maybe he can be made too agree, even if he doesn’t want to.”  She wasn’t sure about this last thought, however.  Was it right to pressure him?

And then Louis sealed his fate by putting his foot in his mouth.

“It’s not your dress!” exclaimed Louis out of panic.

Brandy froze for a brief moment.  She clearly wasn’t prepared to hear that and she considered how to continue.  Any thoughts of leniency were quickly dying on the poisoned vine with what sounded like Louis trying to make a threat.  She decided to deny his charge to see where he took it.

“What are you talking about?!” she demanded.  “You found it in my
 closet.  It’s mine!  It’s certainly not yours!”

“No, it’s not mine, but it’s not yours either,” repeated Louis.

Brandy bit her tongue.  “Is he threatening me?  Is that what this is?  Some pathetic attempt at blackmailing me?  Fine, I’ll show him.”

“I saw the videos!” continued Louis defensively.  “This dress belongs to your husband!”

At this, Carl turned bright red with shame.

Louis continued:  “And you make him live like a girl!  And if you don’t let me go right now, I’ll tell everyone all about it!  You need to let me go and never tell anyone about this.  You keep my secret, I’ll keep yours.”

Brandy did not like being threatened, not one bit, especially by someone like Louis.  “Are you threatening me, Louis?”

“I’m just sayin’.”

She folded her arms and tapped her high-heel encased foot angrily against the thick carpet.  “Saying what exactly, Louis?  Because it sounds like a threat,” she said coldly.

“I don’t want to do it, but if you don’t let me go, I’ll tell everyone about your husband!” said Louis.

Brandy chuckled ominously.

A chill ran down Louis’s back.  “What?” he asked.

“You!  You think you can blackmail me?!”

“I don’t want to, but I will,” said Louis nervously.

Brandy shook her head.  “No, you won’t.  Do you know why?”

Louis’s mouth went dry.  “Why?” he squeaked.

“Because I’m
 blackmailing you
!  That’s right, Louis.  See, you think you’re going to go back to your mother and tell her that my husband is a cross-dresser.  And you think she’s going to be so shocked that she gathers up all her friends and they get us fired from our jobs and kicked out of the neighborhood.  Or at least, that we will be too humiliated to ever show our faces around here again.”  She let out a piercing laugh.  “Ha!  What you don’t get is that there’s no one to report us too.  We work for ourselves, so we don’t have jobs we can lose.  As for being driven out of the neighborhood, we moved into this neighborhood because it’s private and secluded and everyone leaves everyone else alone.  People will be more upset about a little rumormonger than they will about a husband wearing his wife’s clothes... and that assumes anyone even believes you.  See, you don’t have any proof, little man.”

Brandy’s tone alone was enough to intimidate Louis, but her words were particularly cutting.  They sliced through any delusions he had about prevailing in this dispute.  He knew he was lost.  And she wasn’t even finished yet.

“I, on the other hand, do have proof,” continued Brandy.  “I have lots of proof.  I have photos of you from our security cameras for one thing.”

Louis’s jaw dropped.

“Oh didn’t you see those when you pranced all around the house jerking off a storm?  Maybe you should have paid more attention.  That’s why we came back early, Louis.”

Louis swallowed hard.

“What’s more, I have close-up photos of everything you did when I caught you.”  She pulled out her phone and showed Louis a picture of himself with his eyes closed and his fluids shooting out of his dick.

There was a moment of silence.

“What do you want from me?” asked Louis suspiciously.

Brandy chuckled.  “Oh you are a smart boy, aren’t you Louis?!  That’s good.  That will make this easier.”  Brandy pulled up a nearby chair and she sat down.  She crossed her legs and then leaned forward on her knee.  “See, I was willing to let you go, Louis.  That was until you became so hostile and started throwing threats around.  But now... now things have changed.  Now you’re going to spend some time with us.”

“Doing what?” asked Louis meekly.

“Whatever I say.”

—v—

Louis didn’t want to agree to Brandy’s demands, but he didn’t see that he had much choice... at least, that’s what he told himself.

“If Brandy shows the photos of me wearing dresses and high heels and masturbating to my mother, she’ll be furious.  There’s no telling what she would do!  One thing is for sure though: she would definitely show them to my sister.  And my sister will spread them all around and tell all my friends.  I’d be ruined forever!  I just can’t chance that,” he told himself.

He sighed.

“I don’t want to agree.  There’s just nothing I can do.  She has me over a barrel.”

He sighed again.

“That’s why I need to agree.  I have no choice.”

Of course, he wasn’t actually being honest with himself, and what he was trying very hard not to admit consciously, and what he never would admit to anyone else, was that the idea of becoming Brandy Sullivan’s plaything excited him!  He’d seen all the videos of Brandy and her husband and almost every single one of them turned him on.  He would love to experience that!  And if she was offering to do the same things with him, then he was all for it.  After all, where else would he ever get a beautiful woman to put him into dresses, paint his face with makeup and play with his dick in all kinds of exciting ways?  This was the chance of a lifetime.

Still, he didn’t want to believe that was his reasoning.  So he lied to himself.

“Yeah, I just don’t have any choice here,” he told himself as he tried to ignore the other thought racing around his brain like a wrecking ball.  “I would never
 do this if I had a choice!”

He licked his lips.

He knew the truth; he just didn’t want to admit it.  The truth was that he wanted to do this.  He desperately wanted to do this.  What’s more, he saw no risk in doing it.  It’s not like he could make his situation worse in terms of providing Brandy with blackmail material.  She could already ruin him if she wanted to, so what would a few more pictures hurt?  And it’s not like she would do anything that could hurt him or damage him or which was permanent, right?  Look at Carl Sullivan.  Louis had seen all the things Brandy had done to him and yet Carl never gave off the slightest suggestion of what he really did in private.  He seemed like a normal, macho male.  Presumably, Brandy’s treatment of Louis would be the same.

His mind had been made up.  He just misled himself about why.

“I have no choice,” he told himself once more.  “That’s why I’m going to agree.”

He bit his lip and looked at Brandy’s feet in their wedge heels which she wore to travel.  Her feet were so beautiful.

“You win.  I’ll do as you ask,” said Louis.

Brandy laughed.  Her whole life she had manipulated boys.  It never got old.  “Of course you will, sweetie!  Now come with me, girls,” she said to Louis and her husband.  She led them to the bedroom.

As they went, Carl shot Louis an unhappy look.  Louis wasn’t sure why, but he guessed that Carl wasn’t thrilled that Louis, another male, was now going to join a sexual game with his wife.

“I guess that would bother me too,” thought Louis.  He thought about it a little more and it became even more obvious.  “Heck, yeah it would bother me.  How humiliating it must be to have your wife fool around, especially right in front you?!”  Louis chuckled to himself.  “Well, sucks for him!” 

When they reached the bedroom, Brandy ordered the two males to strip and then stand by the bed.  She went into the closet.  While she was away, the two males began stripping.  Louis pulled the shimmery black and silver dress over his head and laid it on the bed.  That left him in black panties, tan stockings, a black garter belt and the black Mary Jane pumps.  He crouched down and unstrapped those and stepped out of them.  Then he pulled off his stockings.  He stopped at the panties.  They were hiding his erection, which he was too embarrassed to show.

Next to him, Carl stripped off his linen slacks, his sandals, and his golf shirt.  He looked like he had stepped off a beach.  As his shirt came off, Louis saw the infamous tan lines that Brandy forced Carl to maintain.  He also wore a white, padded bra and delicate white panties.  His dick was hard beneath those.  He had no balls.  The name “Sissy Charlotte” was tattooed just above his panty line in the rear.  Louis couldn’t help but snicker about that.

“Oh man, that’s humiliating!  She marked him forever with a sissy name tattoo he can never explain!”

Carl blushed when he saw Louis staring with a huge grin on his face.  “Your time is coming, sissy boy,” said Carl.

“Sissy boy?!  Me?  Like you have room to talk, Sissy Charlotte
!”

Before Carl could respond, Brandy returned from the closet.  She was carrying two pair of very similar high-heeled shoes.  Both pair were black, strappy sandals with lots of delicate straps which formed a cage over the foot.  Both had platforms of about half an inch.  And both had heels that appeared to be well over five inches high.  The only difference, as far as Louis could tell, was that one pair had a more open toe than the other.

“Why are you still wearing panties?  I said ‘strip’,” said Brandy.

Louis twisted his lips and then reluctantly dropped his panties to his ankles.  He stepped out of them and tossed those onto the bed as well.

Brandy, meanwhile, handed both the pair of the heels.  “Put these on, girls.”

Louis felt his dick throb at being referred to as “girl.”  It also turned him on that this hot woman had just handed him a pair of high heels and told him to wear them.  He took the shoes, as did Carl, who thanked his wife:

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Carl.

“Uh, yeah, thank you,” said Louis.

“Address me as ‘Mistress’,” said Brandy.

Louis blushed.  “Yes, Mistress
.  Thank you.”  Louis felt a shudder run down his spine as he called this woman “Mistress.”  He loved that feeling.

“Now, Lois!
”

The shudder doubled in strength and Louis actually felt himself go weak at the knees for being called Lois.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said breathlessly.  He then set the shoes on the floor before sliding his feet into them and then buckling the straps.  “Sissy Charlotte” did the same thing and soon both stood side by side, naked except for nearly identical high-heeled shoes.

Brandy chuckled.  “Well, aren’t you two cute?  You’re like twins.”  She then took two pink ribbons from her pocket and handed one to each.  Tie these around the base of your dicks.”  The two males did as instructed.  Brandy then gave an even more humiliating command:  “Now hold hands, girls.”

Neither Louis nor Carl had ever touched another man and the idea of doing so now, even if it only involved holding hands, was a difficult one for either man to grasp and even harder to execute.  Both hesitated.

“That wasn’t a suggestion,” said Brandy angrily.

Neither moved.

“Very well, you will both be punished!!” growled Brandy.

Carl immediately reached out and grabbed Louis’s hand.  Louis instinctively wanted to shake off his hand, but decided against it.  The anger on Brandy’s face and her threats of punishment intimidated him.

It was too late, however.

Brandy went to a drawer which contained various sex toys.  From it, she pulled handcuffs, which she then used to cuff both Louis’s hands and her husband’s hands behind their backs.  She then came around before them.  She grabbed both of their dicks and began stroking both off.  Within seconds, both were horny and breathing hard.  Then Brandy slowed her stroking to a minimum.  It was just enough to keep them hard, but not enough to risk causing them to squirt.

“Since you both saw fit to ignore my order, you need to be punished,” said Brandy.  “To determine the punishment, we’re going to have a little contest.”

Both males looked very worried.

“I’m going to keep stroking until one of you squirts.  The first one to squirt loses,” said Brandy and she smirked evilly before asking her husband:  “You do remember how to squirt, don’t you dear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Carl reluctantly.  His face turned bright red.

“Anyways, as I said, the first one to squirt loses.  The loser will then drop to her sissy knees and finish off the winner.  And you will suck down all of his juices... every last drop
.”

Carl and Louis were shocked.  Carl even visibly cringed.  He’d never had another man touch his dick, nor had he ever sucked another man’s dick, and he never
 wanted to experience either.  He felt very sick about where this was headed.  Unfortunately, he was powerless to resist or object.  His place was to do what Brandy told him to do and this would be no different.

For his part, Louis felt even worse.  Like “Sissy Charlotte,” he had no desire to touch another man.  He certainly had no desire to have another man suck on his dick either, and he wasn’t sure he could even do or allow either.  What’s more, unlike Carl, Louis had no history yet with Brandy, and he wasn’t particularly submissive; he had some fantasies to that effect, but he wasn’t sure it would be as pleasant in the real world as it was in his jerk-off scenarios.  So he had no sense of requirement to draw upon, and he wasn’t sure he could actually do this.  He was just about to object when Brandy started stroking again.

It felt soooooo good.

“I can wait to object,” he told himself.

“Come on girls.  I know that neither of you can hold it in.  Give your Mistress a big handful of cream!” said Brandy.

Both Louis and Carl blushed.

A moment later, Louis felt his dick begin to throb strongly.  It was getting stronger and stronger too by the moment.  Brandy had found his sweet spot in terms of pressure and speed and it was working.  His whole body trembled.

At first, Louis was thrilled.  He cleared his mind and prepared to blow his load into her hand.  Then suddenly, he realized that if he came first, then she would try to force him to suck her husband’s dick and, as between the two choices given, that one was worse by a mile.  He now realized that he needed to resist squirting!  He tried to clear his mind, but it didn’t work.  Then he tried thinking about anything that would turn him off, but that wasn’t working either.  He was building toward an explosion and there wasn’t a thing he could do to stop it.  It would happen... any second... any second!

“And we have a loser!” exclaimed Brandy with a laugh.  “It figures it would be you, Sissy Charlotte.  You never could hold your own as a man.”  She instantly let go of Louis’s dick, which caused all the rhythm he had built up to stop.  It was an uncomfortable feeling.

Meanwhile, Carl blushed deeply.

Louis breathed a huge sigh of relief.

“Ok.  Now we have our loser, so get on your knees, girly,” said Brandy to her husband.

Carl very reluctantly dropped to his knees before Louis.

Louis suddenly felt panic overcome him.  “I can’t do this!” he exclaimed.

“You will do this,” responded Brandy.

“I can’t!” said Louis in a nervous, panic-stricken voice.  He backed up but his legs hit the bed.

Brandy laughed.  “You can and you will.”

Louis looked toward the door.  He took his first step in that direction, but Brandy’s voice froze him.

“You better think about it, Lois.  If you leave now, I’ll tell your family what you did here... not that I really need to, not when you show up at your mother’s front door in high heels and handcuffs and nothing else except a dripping dick.  Is that what you want?”

Louis’s eye darted between the door and Brandy and back again.

“Running won’t help,” said Brandy.

“I can’t!  I— another man— my dick!  I can’t!” said Louis in a panicked voice.

Brandy put her hand on his shoulder.  “You can,” she said softly.  “And do you know why?”

Louis took a deep breath.  The warmth of her hand and her soft tone was indeed calming him.  “Why?” he asked in a broken voice.

“Because this is what I want.”  She let that hang out there for a moment.

Louis seemed to consider it.  That further calmed him.

Brandy continued:  “And as you are slowly learning, you are a submissive.  What that means is that you feel a strong need to make me happy.  Do you feel that?” asked Brandy.

Louis considered this for a moment too.  He wasn’t sure.  He’d never considered the question before and he just didn’t know.  He did have to admit, however, that he felt that Brandy being happy would be a good thing for him and it could lead to a lot of great things.  So maybe, he thought, she was right after all.

“Yes, I think I feel it,” he said.

“I’m sure you do, because you’re a good boy,” she said and she kissed him on the cheek.  “That means that you can do all sorts of things you don’t think you can do just because you know it will make me happy.  And do you know what?”

“What?”

“It would make me very happy if you did this for me.  I might even see fit to give you a special reward.”

“A reward?” he asked.  “What kind?”

She shook her head.  “Part of being submissive is learning to wait to be surprised,” she said.  Of course, her real motive in not naming a reward was in making it harder for Louis to evaluate his options.  Now he had an unknown reward to factor in and his mind would naturally assign it a very high value.  By comparison, anything she named might potentially have a low value in his mind.

Louis licked his lips nervously.

“So think this through, Lois
.  If you do this, it will make me so happy.  I will be very grateful and I’ll give you a special reward.  What’s more, we can continue to have fun.  You can come spend all the time you want here and we can play dress up like little girlfriends and we can play all the other games you like.”  She smiled, which caused him to smile.  Then she frowned and she said, “Or, you can walk out that door and we can’t play any more games.”

Louis took a deep breath.  Brandy’s words were like perfume.  They had an ephemeral quality and they evoked a million happy images.  “She’s offering me paradise!” thought Louis.  “But can I do this?  Maybe.  Maybe she’s right.  Maybe I can do this because she wants me too.  After all, all I need to do is stand there and do nothing.  He’s doing all the work.  I could even pretend it’s her.”

“So what’s it going to be, my wonderful, feminine Lois?” asked Brandy.

Louis felt a tingle race down his spine.  He was infatuated.  “I’ll do it!”

She winked at him.  “Great choice, girly.”

Louis squeezed his eyes closed and waited.  Meanwhile, on his knees before Louis, Carl had wrapped his lips round Louis’s dick.  Louis felt the warmth and the moisture of Carl’s lips and tongue.  He felt Carl’s breath against his skin.  Part of Louis still recoiled in horror, but that part could be controlled now by the part that wanted to be with Brandy.  And admittedly, Carl was thrilled to finally have another human being touch his dick... he just wished it was Brandy, which was who he imagined it was.

A few seconds later, Louis came.

Louis instantly felt tremendous shame wash over him when he realized what he had done.  But then he felt happy that he had passed Brandy’s test.  The confusion made him uneasy.

“Hopefully, I never have to do that again!”
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An hour later, Louis was on his way home.  He’d promised to return the following day after class.  Per Brandy’s requirements, he wore panties and stockings beneath his clothes.  His toenails were painted bright red.  His body was shaved of all hair.  Wrapped around the base of his dick and balls was a metallic ring Brandy had locked into place.  There was no way he could remove it without the key.

“Mistress, can I ask a question?” asked Carl.

“Of course, Charlotte,” said Brandy as she sat down and removed her heels.

“I didn’t squirt during the contest, Mistress.”

Brandy laughed.  “Is there a question there, Carl?”

“Why did you tell him that I’d lost the contest?”

“Because there was no way I could convince him to suck you off.  But I figured I could convince him to let you suck him off.  And as you saw, I was right.  Figuring out you boys is easy!” she said with a laugh.

Carl pursed his lips.  He wasn’t happy she made him suck off another man.  Still, he could say nothing about it as she had the right to require it.  “Is he really submissive?” he asked.

Brandy smirked.  “I suspect he is.  I guess we’ll find out.”

“So you’re planning to continue with this?”

“Of course.”

“Why?”

Brandy smiled.  “Jealous, Charlotte?”

Carl blushed.

Brandy continued with a laugh:  “Well, to be fair, he does have better legs!”

Carl blushed even deeper.

“I’m kidding, honey.  No matter what happens, I’ll always come back to you.  You know that,” she said and she smiled at her husband, who seemed even more embarrassed than before.  “To answer your question though, I’m thinking young Louis might make a good wife for Gina.”

Carl raised an eyebrow.  “That he might.”


Chapter Five: “Louis’s Future Unfolds”
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By the end of the week, things had taken on a rhythm with Louis.  He would spend his day in class, where he would wear lingerie beneath his clothes.  After class, he would go to the Sullivan house.  Once there, he would shower, apply makeup, paint his fingernails, and then get dressed in whatever Brady laid out for him.  She would then assign him various activities.  These ranged from playing the role of the maid, something he often did with Charlotte at his side as a second maid, to sunbathing with the intent of developing a tan.  Sometimes, it was a little more kinky, especially when Brandy was upset at her husband for whatever reason.  Today was a perfect example of that.

“Hurry up and get dressed, Lois.  I have an assignment for you,” said Brandy.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Louis.

Louis looked at the clothes Brandy had set out for him.  They were gorgeous.  The first item he noticed was the black dress.  It had a tight waist with a belt made of three strands of pearls.  The material was soft as tissue paper, but didn’t rip obviously.  It had horizontal stripes too in black on black.  The sleeves were short.  The hem of the dress stopped right around the knee.  It looked a bit like something out of the 1950’s in its style; like it should be worn with dark sunglasses and white lace gloves.  With the dress, Brandy had paired a pair of off-white open-toed platform slingbacks.  They appeared to be made of mesh-like material which gave hints of Louis’s feet and they had bows over their toes.  Their heels were tall and thin, being about six inches in total with an almost two-inch platform.

The look was mature, classy and interestingly dominant.

Louis added pearl earrings and fluffed up his hair.  Then he tottered on out to find Brandy.

“You look gorgeous!” gushed Brandy when Louis arrived in the kitchen.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Louis.

Brandy hugged Louis.  “Now, I have a special assignment for you.  Sissy Charlotte was very disobedient last night.  She needs to be punished.”

Louis swallowed hard.  He loved dressing and taking orders from Brandy, but he wasn’t so thrilled when she ordered him to do something with her husband.  Louis just didn’t like the idea of touching another male in any way.  Carl didn’t like it either, and he made that clear constantly.  Still, he would do it.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Brandy picked up a long, black riding crop.  “I want you to take Charlotte for a walk.”

“A walk?” asked Louis.  He felt nervous, wondering what the riding crop was for.

“Yes.  Come with me.”

Louis followed Brandy to the backyard, which was rather secluded owing to a hedge that ringed the property, a fence beyond the hedge, and trees forming an overhead canopy that blocked the views of each of the nearest neighbors.  When they reached the backyard, Louis had to laugh.  Brandy had taken her husband, put a collar around his neck, tied a leash to the collar, and hooked the leash to a post.  What’s more, she had dressed him in pink and gray animal print heels, rabbit ears and a butt plug with a bushy pink rabbit tail attached.  His hands were firmly bound behind his back from the elbow down.

“Go get Sissy Charlotte and take her for a walk around the yard.  When I call you, bring her to me,” said Brandy.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Louis.

Brandy then sat down on a lawn chair by a little table on which she had placed a glass of lemonade.  She wore walking shorts, a white collared shirt with shirt sleeves and brown wedges.  Across her lap lay the riding crop.  She crossed her legs and watched the festivities.

Louis, meanwhile, walked over to Carl and took the leash.  Carl glared at him.  Louis ignored him and started marching him around the lawn.  Carl looked intensely humiliated.  His face was bright red.  Interestingly, his dick was harder than Brandy had ever seen it.  It bounced along in front of him as he struggled across the lawn in the tall, sharp heels.  Louis had the same problem with his heels but at least his arms were free to help him balance.

After about fifteen minutes, Brandy ordered the two over to her.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Louis and he marched Carl to the patio.

When they stopped before Brandy, she lazily reached out and stroked her husband’s dick with her nails, which made him wince.  “You two looked so precious out there,” said Brandy with a laugh.  “I hope, Carl
, that you have learned your lesson.  There are punishments and then there are punishments.  And if you ever again act the way you did today, I will find something ten times more humiliating than even that.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Carl.  The tone of his voice suggested that he had been defeated.

“Of course, humiliation alone is not enough, is it, dear?” asked Brandy.

“No Mistress,” said Carl.

“Bend over my knee.”

Carl bit his lip.  This was going to be difficult, humiliating and painful.  He positioned himself within about a foot of his wife’s crossed legs and slightly to her right.  Then he spread his legs to improve his balance in the heels, and he bent forward at the waist until his abdomen rested gently on his wife’s knee; he knew not to lean on her from prior experience.  His dick swung beneath him and poked the side of his wife’s lower knee.  This was a difficult position to achieve, especially with his hands still secured behind his back, and even harder to maintain.

Louis still held his leash.

Brandy ran her finger up and down his naked ass.  Then she raised the riding crop.  She smirked.  She started to swing the crop... but she stopped.

“Lois, you will strike my husband until I say otherwise.  And remember, spare the rod, spoil the husband.  If you don’t strike him hard, I will do it to you instead, and then I’ll give him five times what you should have given him.  So don’t think you can do him any favors by going easy.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Louis.

He swallowed hard.  He’d never struck another human being before, especially with a riding crop.  Now he had no choice.  He wasn’t sure how to do this, but he took the crop.  It felt surprisingly light in his hand.  He expected something heavier, like a baseball bat.

“Begin,” commanded Brandy.

Louis swung the crop in the air once for practice:  Whooooosh!
  It cut the air.  Then he took aim and fired his first shot.  It hit Carl directly across the rear, sending shockwaves racing through his cheeks.

THWACK!!

Carl instantly tensed up and seemed to lunge forward, though he maintained his balance.  As Louis pulled the crop away, he saw that Carl’s rear had tightened.  It was turning red too.

THWACK!!

He landed another blow.  The same things happened.  This time, however, Brandy reached beneath her husband’s bent form and grabbed his dick.  She began moving her hand over it as if she were making a sausage.

THWACK!!

“I’ll bet you don’t know what to think, do you?” asked Brandy.

THWACK!!

She continued:  “On the one hand, it’s killing you with humiliation—”

THWACK!!

“—that Louis, a boy in a dress, is getting to smack your ass, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” gasped Carl.

THWACK!!

Brandy snickered.  “And the pain must be intense.  I can see that your ass is all hot and red and swollen.”  This was true too.  Where Louis had been striking her husband, his rear was becoming red and hot and swollen with crossing marks where the crop had struck hardest.

THWACK!!

“But on the other hand, I know
 it’s turning you on—”

THWACK!!

“—that I’m stroking you.”

THWACK!!

“I’ll bet that if I asked you if you would give up me stroking you if I would make the pain stop, you would say ‘no,’ wouldn’t you sissy boy?” asked Brandy.  She laughed strongly as she said this.

Meanwhile, Louis was finding himself amazingly turned on by this scene.

THWACK!!

Suddenly, Louis realized that Carl was starting to tremble and shake.  His knees appeared weak.  His hips began to thrust into his wife’s hands.  He was clearly about to explode.

THWACK!!

And then he did.  With his wife still stroking his dick slowly, Carl shot his load against her leg and to the concrete of the patio.  There wasn’t much to it and it was more clear than Louis’s, but Louis attributed that to Carl’s missing balls, something Louis had yet to ask about.

“You can stop disciplining her,” said Brandy to Louis.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, now why don’t you two go shower... together.”

Both Carl and Louis cringed, but they would do it.
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This was how Louis’s new life began, and it would slowly envelope him.  With only a few days of school left, Brandy made Louis start wearing more feminine clothes like women’s sandals and women’s slacks.  If anyone noticed, they didn’t say anything.  And when school ended, she ordered Louis to tell his mother that he had found a job which required him to live in another area.  He then moved in with them and began dressing full time.  During that period, she made many changes to his body and his personality.  She pushed him further and further into submission and dependence.  She made him let his hair and nails grow.  She sent him for laser hair removal.  She even started him on a low level of female hormones, with the hopes of growing breasts.

She also taught him how to act like a woman and she drilled domestic duties into him.  He soon became Lois the Maid full time.

As the summer came to an end, Brandy invited her adult daughter Gina to come meet Lois the Maid.  Her daughter, who grew up dominating boys, much like her mother, was having a hard time finding a man she considered husband material.  Brandy hoped that Gina would be attracted to Lois.  At the least, she hoped to present Gina with a submissive, feminized maid to make her life a little easier.  Either was fine.

They met in August of that year.

What happened next... well, that’s another story.

The End.


Book Two
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Chapter One: “Monica Takes Over”
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Brady Hunter’s star was fading.  He was still the quarterback for the Hawks, the best team in the league, but the years were catching up to his body.  Hence, he found himself sitting in a chair in the middle of the enormous walk-in closet he shared with his wife Monica.  She wasn’t home, but he had closed and locked the closet door just to be safe... or so he thought.

“Here goes nothing,” said Brady.

He took a deep breath and opened the black leather satchel.  From it, he pulled out a rubber strap, which he tied around his thigh as tightly as he could.  Next, he removed a syringe.  He needed exactly 100 milliliters of the precious fluid before he worked out to help him do the things he needed to do.  He didn’t want to do this, but the competition for his job was just too stiff not to do it.

He placed the syringe against his vein.

“What the hell are you doing?!” demanded Monica, Brady’s wife.  She had been a cheerleader for years before taking over the management of the squad.  She did that until last year, when Brady made her retire because he thought that making her spend more time with him might help their relationship.  It didn’t.  These days, she spent her time shopping, hosting parties and looking good.  They rarely spoke, and when they did, they typically fought.

Brady bolted from the chair, dropping the satchel to the floor.  “Whoa!  Honey, I can explain!”

Monica continued her attack.  “You’re taking steroids!”

“I can explain!” repeated Brady.

“How can you explain steroids?!  Steroids
, Brady!!”

“They’re just medicine—”

“Just medicine?!” exclaimed Monica and she stormed over to where the satchel had fallen and she jabbed it with the stiletto heel on her designer pump.  There was the sound of glass breaking and, after a few kicks, the fluid from the remaining containers poured out the bottom of the satchel onto the surrounding floor.

“Honey!” exclaimed Brady when he saw the fluid.  “I need that!”

“It’s illegal, Brady!”

“But I need it!  I’m not as young as I used to be!”

“It’s illegal
!”

“They’ll never catch me!”

Monica glared at her husband.  “I will not be married to a cheater.  Nor will I let you do something that could result in suspension or expulsion from the league and a huge loss in future earnings.  Your career is over, Brady.  Face it!  You need to be thinking about endorsements and sponsors and television.  You’re jeopardizing your television career doing this!”

“But everyone else is doing it!”

“I don’t care about every one else,” growled Monica.  “I care about my husband, the quarterback of the top team in the league, who is destined to become very rich finally
 as an announcer and an endorser.”

“But Monica—”

“Two championships, Brady, two.  Do you want people asking if those were tainted?!  Do you know what that would do to your earning potential?”

“Look, baby—”

“Don’t you ‘baby’ me!  This stops right now, Brady.  And if I ever catch you using this garbage again, I’ll turn you in myself and I’ll let you worry about your debts alone!  I swear,” she said and she grabbed the remaining syringe from his hand and broke it open.  She poured the contents onto the floor.

“Oh, baby,” said Brady sadly.

“No more!” exclaimed Monica and she jabbed her finger at him for emphasis.

Brady started to respond, but decided against it.  There really was nothing he could say.  He knew she was right.  He had made great money as a quarterback, but he blew most of it and she blew the rest after they married.  All he had now was debts, and he needed to be able to do endorsements to get out of those.  Getting caught doing steroids would kill his reputation and no sponsor, or network, would touch him with a ten foot pole.  Still, in his mind, he needed the steroids.  He wanted to finish the season and then play one more year... just one more year
.  But without the steroids, his body just couldn’t compete anymore.  His wife would never understand that.  She saw his playing days as over and she had already mapped out the rest of his career.  She didn’t understand the strong need Brady had to play.

He needed to prove himself.  He needed to prove he was still the man.

He sighed.

Meanwhile, Monica stormed toward the closet door back to their bedroom.  Brady watched her go.  She stopped at the door, however, and she turned to face her husband again.

“Steroids have nasty side-effects,” said Monica coldly.  “At least, now I know why your dick has gotten so soft.”

Brady cringed.  He didn’t like her mentioning that.

She picked up one of her high-heeled shoes from the shelf next to her and she tossed it to her husband.  “Keep taking steroids and you’ll end up wearing these, girly dick.”

With that, she walked out.

Brady shuddered.  It was true that he was having problems getting hard lately.  It might even have been the steroids.  But that was a price he was willing to pay if it meant he could get his one more season.  Unfortunately, Monica wasn’t as understanding of his erectile difficulties and this had become a bone of contention between them.  In fact, their marriage had never been all that great from the get go.  All his friends had warned him not to marry her.  They said she was only after his money, but he ignored them.  He ignored them for the same reason she looked so gorgeous in her high-heeled pumps and her tight jeans as she stormed out of the closet:  because she had the perfect body and an exquisite ass.  They had been proven right, however, as she proved not to be a very loving or compassionate wife, and once his erectile problems began she even mocked him for it several times.

In any event, he didn’t worry about that.  Right now, his sole concern was keeping his playing career alive, and that meant he needed to get more steroids.  He just needed to be more careful about hiding them in the future.  So that is what he would do... and it would prove to be a huge mistake.
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It had been several weeks since Brady’s wife Monica caught him injecting steroids.  She was furious for a day or two and then things settled back down.  In the meantime, Brady got more steroids and went right on using them.  Strangely though, they didn’t seem to work as well as before.  In fact, if anything, they seemed to be making him weaker.  This was becoming very apparent in the weight room.

“I don’t understand this,” said Brady.  He reduced the weight on the bar another five pounds.

“What’s wrong?” asked his back-up Steven “Zapp” Jones.

“It’s just odd.  I’ve been working like a dog, but the amount of weight I can do keeps falling,” said Brady.  He left out the part about taking steroids and how he felt they should have been making him stronger.

“Maybe you need a break?  Take some time for your muscles to relax.”

“I guess,” said Brady, though a break was not possible, not with Zapp ready to take his job.  Besides, there were only three games left in the season and he only needed to win one to make the playoffs.  This week’s game should be easy, and after he won that, then he could rest until the playoffs started.  Still, it was strange that he wasn’t getting stronger.

This issue continued to bother Brady as he drove home.  It just didn’t make sense.  The steroids always made him stronger in the past... always
.  So why was he losing strength now?  Was the dosage not right?  Did he get a defective batch?  He didn’t know.  So when he got home, he told Monica he was going to shower.  Instead, he went to his nightstand and, from a secret compartment within it, he pulled out his leather satchel.  From it, he removed the steroid container.  It looked right.  The label was right.  The dosage was exactly what it had always been.  He even knew that his connection got these from a genuine pharmacy.

“It all looks normal,” said Brady.  “Maybe I just need to up the dosage.”

“Just as I thought!” exclaimed Monica from the door.  She wore pleated slacks, a white sweater and neutral five-inch spike heels.  Her arms were folded and she looked angry.  “I knew you would go behind my back and keep using them!”

Brady bit his lip.  He instantly remembered her threat to turn him in.  He held up his hands to calm her.

“Now hold on, dear, before you do anything rash—”

“Why would I do anything rash?” she asked calmly, but coldly.

Brady raised an eyebrow.  Her calm tone struck him as unexpected.  “You aren’t going to turn me in?” he asked suspiciously.

Monica laughed cynically.  “Why would I do that?  Why would I turn you in when I can get something I want out of this?  No, Brady, I’m not going to turn you in.  I’m not even going to demand that you stop.  What I’m going to do is take charge of our relationship from now on... and you
.”

Brady felt simultaneously confused and deeply, deeply worried.  He had no idea what she was talking about, but the ruthlessness within her tone frightened him a great deal, especially as she had proven before that she could be extremely harsh when the mood struck her.  His mouth went dry.

“What do you mean?” asked Brady cautiously.

“What I mean is simple:  I’m taking charge from now on.”

“Of what?”

“Of everything.  Unless you want me turning you in to the league for steroid use, then you’re going to do exactly what I say from now on,” said Monica and she walked over to her husband and ran her fingers up his cheek.  “Everything
!”  She slapped his cheek lightly.

“Never!” said Brady and he pushed her hand away.  He stood up and started across the room toward the door.

Monica shook her head and snickered.  “Think it through... I’ll ruin you.  You won’t get your final year either.”

Brady froze.  Would his wife really turn him in?  He didn’t want to believe it, but the more he thought about it, the more he realized that she absolutely would if she didn’t get her way.  In fact, thinking back on their relationship, it was rare that she didn’t get her way and she seemed to have few limits in terms of how she went about getting it.  He still had one ace in the hole though, or so he thought.

He turned to face her.

“If you turn me in, then you’ll lose all that money you think I’m going to make from endorsements,” said Brady as firmly as he could, though Monica could hear his nervousness.

“Ha!” exclaimed Monica.  “I’ll just divorce you and take half of what you’ve got and then go find another player who can give me what you can’t, both in the bank... and in the bedroom
.”

Brady felt himself shrink at the reference to his soft dick.  He suddenly felt small and emasculated.  He had no idea how to respond.

“Maybe I’ll call Zapp.  He’s interested in me,” added Monica slyly.

Brady felt an intense combination of feelings colliding within him, overloading his ability to respond.  Deep down, he felt a stinging sense of emasculation, not only at the idea of submitting to his wife, but at her open threat to sleep with another man... especially that
 man!  At the same time, he felt extreme anger.  Only, his anger proved impotent and morphed into shame.  All of this made him feel weak and powerless and he struggled even to find the strength to resist his wife.

“So what’s it going to be, Brady?  Submit to me or do I expose you and go sleep with Zapp?”

Brady swallowed hard.  He hadn’t found the strength to fight back.  It just wasn’t there, not with his soft dick, his failure to save his money, and with the threat of blackmail she held over him all holding him down.  He had no choice but to surrender and he knew it.

He sighed.

“What do I need to do?” he asked softly and he hung his head.

Monica laughed a withering laugh.  “So you’re surrendering just like that?  I should have known you weren’t a real man when I married you.  Everyone thinks that a professional quarterback must be a confident, macho man, but you never were.  You only thought you were.”

Brady looked at the ground.  He couldn’t fight her anymore.

“So I’ll tell you what,” said Monica with a sickening laugh as she walked to their closet and returned with a pair of high-heeled shoes.  She stepped over to Brady and she jammed the shoes into his chest.  “Since you’re not really any sort of man, put those on, girly boy.”

Brady’s jaw dropped.  “You’re kidding!”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?”

Brady tossed the shoes to the ground before him.  “And what in the world makes you think I’ll do that?” he demanded.

“Because you don’t have a choice.  We’ve established that.”

He opened his mouth to protest, but said nothing.

“And,” she added, “because you’re not man enough to refuse.”

A tense silence followed.  Brady was angry at her, but he also asked himself if she was right.  He told himself it didn’t matter; he couldn’t fight her either way, not with what she knew about his steroid use.  Meanwhile, Monica pulled her phone from her purse.

“Do you want me to call the league office right now?” asked Monica.

All the color left Brady’s face.  “Now wait a minute!”

“You have five seconds,” said Monica.

“Hold on!”

“Five.”

Brady held out his hands as if to tell his wife to stop.  “Honey, please.  Let’s talk about this!”

“Four.”

“Just hold on!  Wait a minute!” he exclaimed.

Monica remained calm and cool and kept counting.  “Three.”

Brady swallowed hard.  His wife was showing no signs whatsoever of changing her mind, and if she made that call, then he would be ruined.  He had no choice and he realized that instantly.

“Two.”

Brady dove for the floor and grabbed the high-heeled shoes he had tossed to the ground.  They were hot-pink spike heels with a five-inch heel and studs all over the heels.  He simultaneously yanked off his own loafers and pulled off his socks.  Then he jammed the high heels onto his feet.  They were tight, but surprisingly they fit.

“Good choice, girly,” said Monica derisively.

Brady shuddered at how weak he felt under her criticism.  Then he shuddered again as he realized that he was now wearing high heels.  Was he less than a man after all, he wondered?

“Now get up and walk across the bedroom,” continued his wife.

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

“Isn’t it enough I’m wearing them?” asked the humiliated Brady.

“Get up and walk across the room.
”

Brady sighed and worked his way to his feet, which proved surprisingly difficult in these shoes.  He was nervous.  In fact, he was trembling.  He had never felt so humiliated before in his life as he did in that moment with his wife ordering him to wear women’s high-heeled shoes and him obeying her command.

“Get a move on,” snapped Monica.

Brady took a deep breath and started across the room.  Unfortunately for him, he had no balance in these shoes and he stumbled more than walked across the room.  He also almost sprained his ankle when it buckled and he nearly lost his balance.

Monica watched from across the room with her arms folded and a smug, amused look on her face.  She was enjoying this very much.  Monica had always felt a need to be in control and Brady never gave her that opportunity when he was still in his prime.  But now she had it.  What’s more, she was enjoying humiliating her husband.  Their marriage had been somewhat rocky and she saw this as an excellent opportunity for payback on that score.

“You’re horrible in heels,” said Monica.

“That’s because I’m a man.”

“That’s debatable,” said Monica coldly and she walked over to him.  “Observe what I do and copy it.”  She took several steps.  “Small steps.  Keep your feet together.  Place one foot in front of the other.  Land the heel first, and then smoothly bring down the rest of the foot.  Now you do it.”

Brady tried again and again marched across the floor.

Monica placed her hands on her hips.  “Do what I showed you!”

“I’m trying.  Men just aren’t meant to walk in heels.”

“Fine,” said Monica in a frustrated tone.  “If you want to ignore my lesson, then I know how to deal with this.  Strip naked except for the heels.”

Brady looked at his wife like she was crazy.

“Do it,” she growled and she held up her phone as a warning.

“What are you going to do?”

“You lost your right to ask.  Your place from now on is to obey.  Now strip!”

Brady did as he was told and found himself naked, except for the awful heels.  In the meantime, Monica went to her nightstand and pulled out some of the bondage toys they owned, toys which Brady had refused to use.  First, she took a pair of restraints and tied Brady’s hands behind his back.  Then she pulled out a smaller cuff and latched it around Brady’s penis and balls.  Finally, she pulled out a leash and attached it to the cuff around Brady’s penis.  She then pulled his leash tight and she walked him out to the living room.

“We have a nice long runway here, right before the fireplace,” said Monica.  “Even better, it’s all tile and wood so we’ll get to hear that sexy sound of your heels against the floor.  Now you’re going to walk back and forth from here to there and back until I say you can stop.”

“When can I stop?” asked Brady.

“Just as soon as you’re walking the way I want you to walk in heels,” said Monica.  “And not a second before.
”

Brady glared at his wife.

She laughed.

“Don’t look at me that way.  You brought this on yourself.  You could have learned to walk like I showed you, but you resisted.  Now you’re going to walk and keep walking until I’m completely satisfied.”

Brady bit his lip.  He had no choice, no matter how much he hated this.  So he started walking... and he kept walking... and he kept walking.  His wife made him walk for almost two hours in the heels before she let him stop.  By the end, his feet were killing him and his calves were like stone they were so sore.

—v—

Practice was a mess for Brady the next day.  Not only was he still feeling weak in his muscles, but his legs and feet were killing him.  All of that made him slow which made it hard for him to escape the huge linemen who were trying to hit him.  Even worse, when they hit him, it felt a lot more painful than usual.  It almost felt like he had forgotten his pads.  Just as bad for Brady, he struggled to get any zip on the ball and he kept throwing interceptions all practice.

“What the hell is wrong with you today?” growled the coach.

“Sorry Coach, I just feel a little sick today.  I, uh, think I have the flu,” lied Brady.

“Well, you better find a cure by game time on Saturday.  If you throw the ball like that during the game, then we’re going to lose by a hundred points, and I won’t hesitate to pull you for Zapp!”

“I will... I’ll be better, Coach,” said Brady assuringly.

“You better!  You throw like a girl right now!”

This comment reminded Brady of wearing the heels the prior day and he blushed.  He felt full of shame from that, and he feared what more his wife might do.  She had become a real problem.

“I’ll do better, Coach,” he repeated softly.

“Let’s hope.”

With that, the coach walked off to yell at other players.  That left Brady and Zapp to work on their passing drills with the assistant coaches.  Zapp was Brady’s backup for now, but he had been drafted to replace Brady eventually and they both knew it.  They weren’t friends.

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep, old man,” said Zapp with a chuckle.

“Old is a state of mind,” replied Brady defiantly.

“Yeah, well, you might want to tell your body that.  I can hear your bones creak when you walk.”  Zapp chuckled again.  “But hey, I’m ready to take your place the moment you wanna rest.”

“That’ll be the day,” growled Brady, but as he did, he heard his wife’s voice in his head telling him that she was ready to replace him with Zapp.  A sense of humiliation washed over him and he planted his next pass in the ground a few feet before him.  This made everyone laugh.  Embarrassingly, his dick got hard when this happened.  Why would that happen, he wondered?


Chapter Two: “Feminizing Brady”

—v—

When Brady got home from practice that evening, Monica met him at the front door.  As usual, she wore slacks and high-heeled wedges.  She had a wicked smile on her face.  Brady felt sick to his stomach the moment he saw her.  It was clear to him she planned to humiliate him somehow.

“Welcome home, girly boy,” said Monica.

Brady bit his tongue.  He had hoped his wife would have moved beyond this, but clearly she hadn’t.  “Hello Monica,” he said sourly.

“Tone, Brady, tone,” she chastised him.

He rolled his eyes.  “What do you want from me?  You made me walk in high heels for hours yesterday until I was too sore to perform in practice—”

“That’s fitting, since you’re too soft to perform in bed.”

Brady glared at his wife.  “You’re interfering with my game.”

“Just because I made you wear heels?”

“Yes.”

Monica chuckled.  “Poor baby.  Then you’re really not going to like today.”

“Why?”

“You’ll see.  Come with me.”

“Where?”

“Wherever I want,” she said with a laugh.

Monica marched her husband to their bedroom, where she made him strip naked and again put on the high heels from the day before.  The next few minutes after that became a blur for Brady.  Monica seemed to be everywhere in the closet, grabbing things from shelves and drawers and tossing them onto the bed.  Brady stood there helplessly in the heels wondering what she was doing.  When she finished, the bed was covered in her clothes.  She then took a cream from her makeup table and she smeared it all over his entire body, with the exception of his head and face.  It smelled flowery, but not very nice.

“What is this?” asked Brady.

“It’s a cream,” said Monica.

“I know that, but what does it do?”

She ignored him and she checked her watch.  After about thirty seconds, she said, “You should hop in the shower now.  Make sure you remove all of that cream so it doesn’t burn your skin.”

“Burn my skin?!” blurted out Brady.  He started to feel nervous.  What was this cream exactly?  He walked briskly to the shower and turned it on.  When it got hot enough, he jumped in and began rubbing away the cream as the water alone did not remove the cream.  As Brady rubbed away the cream, he noticed a large number of hairs sliding down the shower drain.

“What the heck is going on?” he asked.

Brady examined his arm, where he had already removed all of the cream.  All the hair from his arm was missing!  The cream had removed it and left him smooth and hairless!  He immediately checked his thigh.  The hair was gone from there too.  Indeed, his legs were entirely hairless, right down to his toes.  He then instinctively grabbed his crotch.  Sure enough, it too was hairless.

“My dick!  What has she done to my dick!” he squealed.

He wanted to scream.  He wanted to race into the other room and call his wife crazy and tell her off, but he realized that would be a mistake.  For one thing, yelling at her would not bring back his lost hair.  For another, she still held all the cards, so he needed to tread carefully.  Hence, he swallowed his anger and he resigned himself to having to let this go for now and to keep doing as his wife ordered.  He toweled himself off and returned to his wife.

“Oh good, you’re done,” said Monica.

“Yeah,” said Brady sourly.

“Tone,” growled Monica and then she walked around her husband, checking his thighs and torso for stray hairs.  “Looks good.”

“Why did you do this?”

“I told you.  You aren’t any sort of a man, so I figured it was fitting.  Consider it punishment for disappointing me.  Now, like other women, you have a nice hairless body.”

“I’m not a woman,” growled Brady.

Monica grabbed his crotch and squeezed his soft dick.  As she squeezed, she pinched it with her nails too, which made him wince; it didn’t grow hard though.  “You might as well be,” she said and she pointed to her vanity table.  “Sit.”

Brady gritted his teeth, but he sat in the chair.  The memory of her nails digging into the flesh of his soft dick was fresh in his mind.  Meanwhile, Monica grabbed a vial of nail polish and crouched down before him.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m painting your nails.”

“Hold it!”

Monica laughed.  “That won’t work, Brady.  I have you by the balls, sweetie, and I’m going to do whatever I want to you... and there isn’t a thing you can do about it, so hold still.”

Brady cringed.  As much as he hated it, she was correct; she had him by the balls.  So he sat still as she painted his toenails and then his fingernails.  And when she finished that, she grabbed eye shadow, eyeliner, lipstick, lip liner, and blush and she went to work on his face.  He felt deeply humiliated the entire time.  She then put his high heels back on his feet.

“Now get on the bed,” said Monica.

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

Brady reluctantly walked over to the bed.  He lay down on his side, as she indicated with his one knee up in the air.  He was propped up on an elbow.  Monica posed him by taking his other arm and draping it down over his stomach to just above his hairless crotch.  She handed him one of her leopard print high-heeled sandals and told him to place it flat on the mattress right before his dick, with his hand holding the straps to keep it standing.  Then she stroked his dick to make it appear hard; it was smaller than normal and it still felt soft, but it looked hard.

“There,” said Monica and she stepped back to admire his pose.

“Now what?” asked Brady.

“Now this,” said Monica and she held up her phone.

It took Brady a moment to realize what she was doing.  When he did, he instantly went into a panic and he tried to roll himself off the bed.  But it was too late.  She had already started taking photos.

CLICK!

CLICK!

CLICK!

CLICK!

CLICK!

CLICK!

He rolled off the bed an instant later and he crashed onto the floor.

“Too late,” she said with a laugh.

“Delete that!” he called from behind the bed.

“No,” said Monica and she came around and took more pictures of him cowering behind the bed in his heels, with his toenails and fingernails painted and with his face made up like a woman.  He had lost one of his shoes, which only made the picture feel even more authentic.

“Get away,” he said and he held up his hand.

Monica took a close-up picture of his painted fingernails.  Then she shook her head.  “Now if you misbehave, I can post this in the locker room or online if I like.  I’m sure all those macho players will love
 to see their pretty quarterback,” she said sarcastically.

Brady cringed.

She continued.  “So you better keep that in mind if you ever decide to act up.  I have several ways I can blackmail you now, Brady.  I can ruin your career or just make you a laughing stock.  So remember this, honey
:  I am in charge from now on... 100% in charge.  You will do anything I tell you... anything.”  She paused as an evil look crossed her face.  “In fact, I have an idea that might be cute.”

“What?” asked Brady pensively from behind the bed.  He was curled in a ball to hide from the camera.

“Get back on the bed, girly boy.”

“Will you stop calling me that?!”

“No.  Now get back on the bed,” said Monica.

Like it or not, and he definitely did not
 like it, Brady knew he had no choice, so he complied as Monica pulled the sheets off the bed.  A moment later, Brady lay on an empty bed with nowhere to hide and nothing to cover his shame.

“Now what?” he asked.

She tossed another shoe onto the bed before him.  This was a white pump with a cut-out instep and a wide open front.  It had a four-inch heel.  “Now you’re going to slide your dick into the open toe of that shoe and jerk yourself off.”

“But it’s a shoe!”

“Yes, it is.”

Brady shuddered.  This was utterly humiliating.  “Why are you doing this?”

“Several reasons:  because I can mainly.  But also, to teach you who is really in charge here.  You need to learn that I can make you do anything and you can’t stop me.  And third, because a little humbling will do you good.”

Brady felt a cold chill race down his spine.  Her answer scared him.

“Now do it!” exclaimed Monica.

Slowly, Brady took the shoe in one hand and his dick in the other.  It was erect, but still relatively soft.  He moved the front of the shoe to the tip of his penis and then pushed his dick inside the shoe.  His face burned bright red the entire time.  This was truly humiliating.

“Now stroke,” said Monica firmly.  There was a smug grin on her face.

Brady turned his eyes away and he started stroking his dick by pinching the shoe tightly over his dick and then moving it up and down his shaft.  This felt somewhat rough on his dick, but it was harder on his ego.

“That’s right, sissy boy.  Keep stroking,” said Monica.

Brady tried to ignore her.  He kept stroking.

“Faster, girly.”

He went faster.

“Faster!”

CLICK!

She took another photo.  Her blackmail material was building up fast.  She chuckled.  “You look so cute jerking off with my shoe.  It’s appropriate somehow too.  You’re not a real man, so you shouldn’t get a real woman... you should only get to fuck her shoes,” said Monica mockingly.  “Think of all your little sperms beneath my feet as I walk around.  That’s your place in the world.”

Brady felt a tingle race down his spine, but it wasn’t pleasurable.  It felt sickly and it made him weak.  He felt small and helpless.  Even worse, he felt his penis begin to spasm.  He knew what was coming and it was going to be super humiliating.

“Keep going, girly!” ordered Monica.

Brady didn’t hear her, however.  His mind was busy focusing on what was about to happen in his wife’s shoe.  He tried desperately to keep from ejaculating.  If he could prevent it, then maybe she would assume he couldn’t do it and he would never have to experience this.  But he couldn’t.  His dick was too far along.

His dick lurched and throbbed.

“No!” thought Brady.  “Please, no!”

Then it happened.  Hot, white juices shot out of his penis in several bursts into his wife’s shoe.  It felt fantastic to squirt, especially as he hadn’t been able to make it happen the past few days, but the circumstances brought him intense shame.

Monica laughed.  “Congratulations!  You finally came!  I guess you love my shoes more than my pussy!”  Monica then ripped her shoe off his penis, which brought him pain.  She inspected his juices and she snickered.  Then she tossed the shoe at him and said, “Clean that and get dressed.”

“What am I supposed to wear?” he asked.

She pointed to several items she had laid out on a chair.  “That.  I’ll be back in a few minutes.  Get started.”

When his wife left the room, Brady collapsed on the bed and exhaled his frustration; he was still clutching the shoe.  He had never felt this humiliated or this helpless in his entire life.  This was a nightmare and it seemed to have no end.
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Monica returned to the bedroom a few minutes later with a glass of wine.  She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossed her legs and sipped her wine.  Brady, meanwhile, had cleaned the shoe with a washcloth and then had pulled on the stockings.  He now held the racy black panties.

“Go on,” said Monica, “put them on.”

Brady slipped the panties up his legs.  They felt strange.  On the one hand, they were tighter than his cotton briefs, yet they offered less support.  They were made of silk too, unlike his normal cotton briefs, which felt electric against his freshly shaved skin.  Most of all though, they felt naughty.

“Bravo,” said Monica.  “Your first panties... that I know of.”

“Of course, they are!” exclaimed Brady.

Monica just chuckled in response, which made him feel even smaller.  Then she pointed to the garter belt, which he placed around his waist next.  Monica attached the stockings to it.

“Sexy,” she said as she ran her hand over his smooth, silk-covered rear.

Brady shuddered.  This was humiliating.

“Now do the corset,” said Monica.

Brady picked up the corset.  It was black with pink trim and a hot-pink floral pattern.  He couldn’t make heads or tails about how to put it on; it had too many latches and laces.

“What do I do with this?” asked Brady.

“Give it here,” said Monica and she took the corset and wrapped it around his torso.  Then she pulled it as tightly as she could before jamming her knee into his back to pull it even tighter.  When it was as tight as it could get, she tied off the laces and closed the buckle.  She tied the corset in a double knot so Brady couldn’t pull it free by himself and remove the corset.

“Wow!  That’s tight!”

“Of course, it’s tight,” said Monica.  “It’s meant to reshape your body.”

“How do you breathe in this thing?”

Monica chuckled.  “As best you can.  Now put on the dress,” said Monica and she slapped his ass.

SLAP!!

Brady blushed.  This was the first time his wife had ever spanked him in any way and it made his penis start to grow hard.  That felt rather embarrassing to him, so he picked up the dress and he held it before his crotch so his wife wouldn’t notice his erection.

The dress, by the way, was utterly humiliating.  Monica had found it in a second-hand store the prior day when she bought most of the clothes she planned to make Brady wear.  This particular dress looked like a dress a child or a doll might wear, only it was larger.  It had likely been part of costume as it was frilly and pink with a wide skirt which stopped just beneath his crotch.  Wearing a dress would be humiliating enough... wearing this
 dress would be many times worse.

“You want me to wear this?” asked Brady.  He shuddered.

“Of course, I do.  Put it on.”

Brady shuddered again but he slipped the dress over his head.  As he did, his dick became as hard as it could lately.  Monica now noticed and she burst out laughing.  This made Brady wither.

“Oh my God!  You look like such a sissy!” exclaimed his wife.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

She took more photos.

“Spin around,” she commanded.

Brady did as he was ordered and Monica took even more photos.  Monica then picked up a pair of strappy white high-heeled sandals with a thick five-inch heel.  She held those out before her by their straps, letting them swing from the ends of her fingertips.

“Put these on.”

Brady swallowed hard.  He had never worn heels before the prior day and he learned fast to hate them.  These were even higher and appeared to have even less support.  They would be trouble.  But he put them on because he had no choice.  When he did, he humiliatingly noticed that his painted toenails stuck out the front of the sandals; they seemed to highlight the fact that his toenails were painted.  Monica then came over to him and attached tiny locks through the straps so Brady couldn’t remove the shoes without the keys.

“All right, come with me, sissy girl,” said Monica.

Monica led Brady down the hallway to the kitchen, where she pulled a broom and mop from the closet.  She also pulled out a bucket full of cleaners and cloths and a large apron.

“What are those for?” asked Brady cautiously.

“They’re for cleaning.  You’re going to clean the house until it’s spotless.”

Brady furrowed his brow at his wife.  “Are you serious?”

Monica didn’t respond.  Instead, she held out the broom to her husband.  Brady looked at the broom for a moment as if he might refuse, but he didn’t.  As with everything else she did to him, he took it.  He then tottered around the room in the super-high heels sweeping.  Monica giggled to herself.  Then she went to the bedroom as Brady kept sweeping.

Half an hour later, Monica reappeared.  She had changed her clothes.  Gone were the slacks and wedges.  In their place, she wore a tight black bandage dress and high-heeled strappy sandals, much like the ones her husband wore, only in black.  She carried a tiny clutch purse.  She picked up her husband’s car keys.  This was a car he let no one drive.

“What are you doing?” asked Brady.

“I’m going out,” said Monica.  “And I’m taking your car.”

“No, you’re not.”

Monica laughed.  “Try and stop me.”

“I said no!” growled Brady.

“Honey, if you’re going to try to scare me, then it helps if you aren’t tottering around in high heels and a sissy dress when you try it,” said Monica.

Brady blushed.

Monica continued.  “As for your
 car, I’m taking it and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Where are you going?”

“That’s none of your business,” said Monica.  Then a smirk appeared on her face.  “But I’ll tell you anyways.  I’m going dancing.  I’m going to my favorite club and I plan to dance with every man I find.  Then I’m going to make out with them and see where it leads.  And do you know what?”

“What?”

“There’s not a thing you can do about it, sissy boy.”

With that, she popped her husband’s keys into her purse and she strutted off to the driveway.  Brady watched his wife walk away and he had never felt smaller.  She had just told him to his face that she planned to at least flirt with other men, and that felt intensely emasculating, even worse than what he was currently wearing.  Of course, what he was wearing made it worse too.  Indeed, not only had his wife just told him that she would be seeking other men sexually, but she had forced him to dress as a sissy and left him to clean the house as she did.  He could think of no way this could be made worse.

He hadn’t thought hard enough though.


Chapter Three: “Brady’s Problems Multiply”

—v—

Saturday’s game was a disaster.  Brady hadn’t had a good work out for several days.  His wife exhausted him at home by making him dress in humiliating girl’s clothing and playing the maid; wearing heels for hours on end particularly wore out his legs.  Getting to the game was embarrassing as his wife drove him in her small pink sports car, which made him feel ashamed that the other players might see him, and she brought him late so he had less time to prepare.  He couldn’t dress with the team either because he had shaved the hair from his body and his toenails were painted bright red; thankfully, his wife had removed the polish from his fingernails, but her price was that he wash the car in a bikini, which had given him sissy tan lines.  Hence, he was very, very unprepared to play that game.  Indeed, all of this made Brady nervous, jittery, out-of-shape and exhausted... and he played like it.

The Hawks began the game two touchdown favorites, but everything went wrong the moment the game started.

Brady missed his first seven passes in a row, got sacked five times and threw four interceptions before the coach yanked him from the game in the third quarter.  He had some choice words for Brady too.

“You’re playing like a Goddamn girl!” growled the coach.

“I’m sorry, Coach,” replied Brady.

“My ten year old daughter is a better quarterback than you!”

“I don’t know what’s wrong.”

“I do.  You aren’t prepared and maybe you’re getting too old for this game, Brady!”

“No, Coach, I can play!”

“Not tonight you can’t,” grumbled the Coach.  “Go sit on the bench.”

Zapp replaced him and did a great job, but couldn’t save the game.  They lost by nine points.

All of a sudden, the team had gone from a sure thing to make the playoffs to a long shot and everyone pointed their fingers at Brady.  Brady dodged the press after the game and actually dodged the team too.  In regard the team, the problem wasn’t his performance so much, as everyone had a bad game now and then, as it was that he didn’t want to strip off his clothes and shower as he normally did with the team.  Hence, he slipped out as soon as he could so he could shower at home.

Monica picked him up in the pink sports car and she mocked him mercilessly as she drove him home.  Specifically, she recalled every single bad pass, every interception and every sack in gory detail.

“You looked so pathetic, girly, when Michael knocked you to the ground.”

Brady cringed.  He didn’t want to talk about that play.

“He didn’t even hit you all that hard.  It looked like you just folded and fell down to avoid the big man hitting you and hurting you,” said Monica with a snicker.  “Is that it?  Was my girly husband afraid to get hurt?”

Brady blushed.  She was right actually.  By that point in the game, he was so bruised and felt so out of sorts that he just fell down to avoid getting hurt.  He didn’t know it was that obvious to spectators, however.

“So much for your steroids,” said Monica.  “Maybe you should double the dosage?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Monica laughed.  “I wouldn’t either if I were you.  That was the worst performance of your career and was almost historically bad.  Now your team might not even make the playoffs.  Imagine that!”

Brady pursed his lips, but said nothing.

Monica snickered and she patted him on the thigh.  “It’s ok, dear,” she said mockingly.  “Let’s get you home and get you in a nice pretty dress.  No one will hit you then.”

Brady cringed.  He hated what his wife was doing to him, but there was nothing he could do about it.  She had enough blackmail material to ruin his life.  All he could do right now was take the slings and arrows as she shot them and wait her out.  At some point, he reasoned... he hoped
, she would get bored with this game.

In the meantime, Brady’s thoughts turned to the final two games.  He needed to salvage this situation, he told himself, but it would not be.  Brady’s performance in the next game would be nearly as bad as it had been tonight, and they would lose that one 21-7.  And once again, there were moments where Brady humiliated himself by looking scared or incompetent.  At one point, he threw a pass that only went five yards before it flopped to the ground.  On the next play, he fell to the ground when he thought he would be sacked, but there wasn’t a defender near him.  The crowd booed and he was yanked from the game.  This was after another week of sheer humiliation at home and his wife wearing him out.

That loss would set up the final game as a one-shot, winner makes the playoffs game against their most hated rival.  Brady had never lost to this rival either, and he didn’t intend to start now.  Indeed, he swore to himself that no matter what his wife did to him that week, he would be ready and prepared to save his legacy.  He was going to crush these guys like he always had in the past and, in the process, put to rest any doubts about his career.

He never got the chance.

The following morning after the second loss, the coach called to tell him that he had been benched in favor of Zapp.  He wouldn’t even suit up for the final game.  In fact, the coach said he didn’t want to see Brady again until training camp.  His season was over.

—v—

The following week was a painful one for Brady.  He spent the entire week dressed as a woman as his wife ordered him around the house and mocked him for his failings as a man and a quarterback.  She even made him wear nighties to bed now.  Even worse, she locked him in his high heels when he went to bed so his feet didn’t even get a break from them.

Further, each night, Monica would assign Brady some menial task to perform as she disappeared to go clubbing.  She would come home with her lipstick smeared and sometimes her clothing disheveled.  It killed Brady on the inside to think about what she might be doing.  It also, disturbingly, made him hard every time he thought about some other man putting his hands on his wife.  That always brought Brady great shame and he didn’t understand how that could happen.

The worst came Saturday, however.

Saturday was the night of the big game.  And not only did Brady feel particularly humiliated about missing the big game, but his wife had something planned for him related to the game, something that would strike deeply at his ego and his masculinity.  She kept making ominous references to it, but she never did tell him what it was... not until half an hour before game time.

“Come with me, girly boy,” said Monica.

Brady swallowed hard.  Whatever her surprise was, it was coming now.  He braced himself mentally and he followed his wife down the hallway.  When they reached the bedroom, she ordered him to strip.  She even unlocked his shoes.  A few moments later, Brady was naked.  Monica then went to her closet and pulled several shopping bags from it.  She set those next to the bed and she started pulling out items.

“Put these on,” said Monica and she handed her husband a pair of skin-colored tights.

He slipped those on.  They were warm and tight and difficult to pull into place, but he managed.

“Now put this on,” said Monica and she handed her husband what appeared to be a white leotard which had a heavy waist band, but no top.

“What is it?” asked Brady.

“Just put it on.”

Brady did as commanded and slipped into the leotard.  It fit tightly around his crotch, especially over the stockings, where it added more support than his panties had, but it still didn’t really control his dick.  If his dick wasn’t so soft these days, it would have been standing up beneath his panties right now; instead, it appeared as more of a semi-hard lump.

The leotard stopped around his torso, where it acted like a corset.

Monica next handed him a pair of white boots.  These were knee-high boots and were very tight around his calves.  They also had straight four-inch heels.  Brady wondered if these weren’t go-go boots and he began to worry that she expected him to dance for her.

“And this,” said Monica and she handed Brady a white leather miniskirt.

He slipped it on.  He felt the deep sense of humiliation returning that he always felt lately.

“And now this,” said Monica.

Brady suddenly knew what was going on when he saw the top in her hand.  It was more of a corset-bra really.  The bra was red and gold with silver tassels.  The eagle mascot of Brady’s team featured prominently in the middle of the corset, with its wings forming the cups on the built-in bra.

“This is a cheerleader uniform!” gasped Brady.

Monica giggled.  “Yes, it is.”

“I can’t wear this!”

“You don’t have a choice,” said Monica and she tossed him the short jacket that went with the rest of the uniform.

“But honey!” he protested.  His face was super red.

“Put it on,” she repeated.  “You’re going to put this on and you’re going to cheer for Zapp as if you had a crush on him.  And if you don’t, then I’m going to punish you harshly.  Got it?!”

“Punish me how?!” demanded Brady.

“You want to see?  Fine,” said Monica and she grabbed her husband by the arm and yanked him out into the hallway.  In the high-heeled boots, he lacked the footing and balance to be able to stop her.

“What are you doing?” he whined.

“I’m going to punish you.”

Monica yanked her husband all the way to the living room, where she pushed him over the arm of a couch so that his rear stood up in the air.  He scrambled to rise again, but she easily pushed him down with her hand.

“Stay!”

“Let me go!”

“If you try to rise from there, I’ll send everyone the photos of you cleaning the house in the cute little dress you wore yesterday,” said Monica smugly.  It was a horribly humiliating dress.  It was black with red polka dots and it made him look like Minnie Mouse.  Monica even paired it with high-heeled yellow sandals.

Brady froze.  He couldn’t let that happen.  “Fine,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Good girl,” said Monica when he stopped struggling.

“Monica, listen, this has to stop!” pleaded Brady.

“Why?”

“Because it has to!”

Monica was about to tell her husband that he was wrong when it suddenly dawned on her that there was a better way.  If she gave him no possibility of this ending, then he would keep fighting her and at some point it would make sense for him to rebel and bring this to an end because he would have nothing to lose.  What she needed to do was to offer him the prospect of release.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Monica into her husband’s ear.  As she said this, she ran her fingers around his ass.  “If you do everything I say between now and the start of next season, then I’ll release you and all of this will go away.  Can you handle that?  Can you behave until then?”

Brady couldn’t believe what his wife had just said.  This was the first bit of good news he had heard since this all began.  It was also the only way he could see a release.  “Until the start of training camp?”

“Yes.  You behave until the start of training camp and then I’ll let you go.”

“And you’ll hand over all the photos and everything?”

“Yes, everything,” said Monica.

“Fine!  Agreed,” said Brady.

“You understand that you need to do exactly what I tell you, right?  And that means no fighting and no resistance.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Monica felt her pussy tingle.  “Ooh, I like that!” she thought and she determined to make her husband call her “Ma’am” from now on.  “All right then,” said Monica.  “We have an agreement, and let’s seal that agreement with you staying absolutely silent as I finish the punishment I promised.”

Brady swallowed hard.  He wanted to object, but it was more important to him that he honor the deal so that his wife would honor the deal.  He braced himself for whatever this punishment was.  In the meantime, Monica went to Brady’s trophy case and removed a flogger that his teammates had given him as a gift for “flogging” the very team they were playing in a few minutes.  She came back to Brady and she took aim at his exposed rear.

“Bad girl!” exclaimed Monica with a chuckle.

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Brady jumped.  He never expected to be struck, much less with an object, and when that flogger struck, it stung like mad.  It was only at the last second that he caught himself and he managed to hold himself in place as his wife continued.  He didn’t want this, not at all, but he wasn’t going to give up on their deal.

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

She landed blow after blow until she could tell that her husband could take no more.  Only then did she stop.  She couldn’t see his rear, which was covered by the dense tights and the leotard, but she knew it was flaming red at the moment.  She knew it had to be super painful.  And indeed, it was.  Brady couldn’t see it either, but he knew his rear was enflamed and bruised.  He could feel the marks from the flogger on his rear.  He knew he wouldn’t be able to sit for quite some time.  This was going to be a hard six months before training camp.

Monica, meanwhile, marveled that her husband had believed her promises.  “I guess he’s that desperate,” she said and she chuckled to herself.

—v—

A few minutes after the flogging, Brady found himself dressed as a cheerleader for his own team.  His wife inspected his outfit, giggling the entire time.  She patted his dick when she was satisfied and she kissed him on the cheek.  She looked at her watch and she smiled.

“It’s game time!”

Monica led her husband across the living room where she sat down on the couch.  She set the flogger next to her and she pulled her legs up beneath her on the couch.  Her high-heeled pumps sat side-by-side before the couch.  She then turned on the game.  It had just started.  She pointed to the floor before her.

“Stand there and cheer.  And you better do your best or I’ll punish you again,” said Monica.

Brady cringed.  This was the last thing he ever wanted to do, but he had no choice.  Not only was his wife blackmailing him, but he needed to do this if he wanted his punishment to end.  So he did.  Brady reached down deep inside himself and he pulled out every ounce of will power he could just as he suppressed every bit of masculinity too, and he did his best to turn off his brain.

“Go team!” screamed Brady and he jumped.

Then he spun around and he started doing all the moves he could remember their cheerleaders doing.  And since this was more dance than gymnastics, he incorporated what he had seen women do in strip clubs.  All told, he did a remarkably good imitation, though he definitely needed training.

Monica wasn’t worried about that at the moment though.

“Don’t forget you’re cheering for Zapp,” said Monica.

Brady blushed.  He didn’t want to think about Zapp.  Zapp had taken his job and that was humiliating to him.  It was even worse that his wife seemed obsessed with Zapp sexually.  Nevertheless, he had no choice.  He knew that.  As much as he hated the idea, it was something he could not refuse.

“Go Zapp!  He’s our hero!” exclaimed Brady and his face turned bright red.  He felt his dick grow hardish.

Monica smiled.  “Go on!”

“We love Zapp!  We love Zapp!”  His dick grew even harder.

“Woot woot!”

“Go Zapp!” exclaimed Brady and he jumped up.  As he landed, he realized that his dick had spewed precum into his panties.  He felt a major sense of shame wash over him... but he couldn’t stop.

For the rest of the game, she made Brady cheer every good play by Zapp, and there were a lot of them.  Zapp dominated the game.  He threw several touchdown passes and ran for another.  He was unstoppable, and they won the game with ease.  The team was going to the playoffs and Brady was nowhere to be seen.  Of course, given what he was wearing, that was probably a good thing.


Chapter Four: “Cuckolded”

—v—

The next few weeks were just as difficult for Brady.  He spent his days dressed in women’s clothing playing the part of the maid or servant.  His wife reveled in her power and loved to abuse it.  She also loved to punish him at least once a day.  His rear was constantly in a sore state, as were his feet because of the heels.  On weekends, his wife made him watch the game, dressed as a cheerleader and cheer for Zapp.  He felt utterly humiliated having to watch as his team was commanded by this man his wife was sexually obsessed with as he was made to cheer him on.

The only thing that kept Brady going during this period was the promise of release come training camp.  Without that, he definitely would have put an end to this and let his wife end his future endorsement career, despite his debts, and despite the fact it would have killed his playing career too.

In terms of the team, they made it two games into the playoffs and then lost right before the championship.  All the sports channels were full of talk about how well Zapp had done and how Brady had been benched and was nowhere to be found.  Many speculated that this was the end of Brady’s football career.

After the team lost, Brady assumed that his cheerleading duties would end, but he found to his great displeasure that his wife decided instead to train him on how to be a better cheerleader.  Thus, four times a week, she would take him from his maid duties, dress him up as a cheerleader and then make him practice dancing and cheerleader routines in the little studio she had made Brady build into the house when they bought it.  That was one of the many ways she spent what was left of his fortune.

As before, most weekend nights, Monica continued to go clubbing as she made Brady clean the house.

This is how his life continued for the next month or so.

—v—

It was the middle of the next month that Monica first noticed the changes in Brady she had been waiting for.  She felt positively giddy and she couldn’t wait to see where they led, but right now she just wanted to see her handiwork.

“Turn around,” said Monica.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Brady and he spun around slowly.  He was naked except for his corset and a pair of snakeskin five-inch high-heeled sandals.  He felt like a fool with his wife studying his body and he had no idea what she was looking for.

“Interesting,” thought Monica.

She noted that his entire body looked softer and fatter.  He had never truly had sharp muscle definition like many athletes, but he did have some.  It was now gone.  In its place, he had a softer, rounder stomach, a fatter butt, thicker thighs with a layer of fat covering the muscles, smaller arms and, best of all, a flabby chest.  His face looked a little softer too.  With his painted nails and the effects of the heels, his legs were now indistinguishable from women’s legs, and his hands and arms were much closer to women’s than they were a professional quarterback.

This was all the result of several factors.  For one thing, she hadn’t let him work out in weeks, so his muscles were giving back much of what he had built previously, especially as so much of it depended on steroids.  For another, she had placed him on a diet that included lots of fat and little protein.  This further reduced his muscles and instead filled his fat cells.

Most importantly, she had done something Brady never suspected.  When she caught him taking steroids the first time, she knew he wouldn’t quit.  So she searched the secret compartment in his nightstand the next few days.  That was where he always hid things he didn’t want her to know about.  Sure enough, he had bought more steroids.  Rather than expose him, however, she decided to take advantage of the situation and she substituted a large dose of female hormones for the steroids.  Hence, for months now, Brady had been injecting himself with megadose after megadose of female hormones.  This is what made it impossible for him to get an erection.  This is what weakened his muscles.  This is what made his body rounder, softer and more feminine.  And this is what was giving him an increasingly feminine shape.

She snickered.

“There won’t be much man left by the time of training camp,” thought Monica.  As for his endorsement career, she wasn’t so worried about that anymore.  She had another plan for her future, and right now she was enjoying what she saw as payback for Brady not living up to her expectations.  She had wasted five years on a man who lost all of his money and had never made her feel like a real woman.  So she was happy the hormones were doing their thing.

Of course, the female clothes were helping to reshape his body too.  The corset pushed the growing fat into an hourglass shape and gave him tiny breasts.  Constantly wearing the high heels was having an effect too.  They gave his calf muscles the curvy look that made women’s legs look so feminine.  They also slowly reshaped his feet to be more feminine too.  What’s more, Monica noticed that he now walked like a woman all the time, even when he wasn’t wearing heels.  Swinging his hips, taking smaller steps, landing one foot before the next, and keeping his feet at a feminine angle, which meant walking on his toes, had all become natural to him.  It actually made her laugh to see him walk now.

“Let me see you walk,” said Monica.

Brady walked across the bedroom, pivoted and came back.  He walked like a sultry woman trying to seduce a man.  This made Monica smirk; her husband was turning into a woman without even knowing it.

“Good.  Now take off your shoes and do it again.”

Brady crouched down and unbuckled his sandals.  He stepped out of them and then walked across the room as instructed.  Sure enough, he walked on his toes, he swung his hips, and placed one foot down before the next.  In short, he walked the exact same way he had when he wore the sandals.  This made Monica giggle.

“What?” asked Brady.

“Nothing,” said Monica and she giggled more.  “Put your heels back on.”

Brady blushed.  He had no idea what she was giggling about.

Monica stepped over to her husband and rubbed her hand over his chest.  His chest held the real prize!  She felt his budding breasts and noticed that they were more than just fat.  There was definitely tissue growing beneath the fat.  This made her smile.  At the same time, it made Brady tingle.  Something about her touching his breasts felt incredibly... well, he didn’t actually know the word.  It felt good, yet oddly shameful, and yet highly erotic.  He felt confused, especially when that tingle made his dick grow as hard as it got these days, which was about half the size as normal.

“Oh how cute,” gushed Monica and she fingered his “erection.”  She bent it left and right at near ninety-degree angles, toying with it.

Brady felt intense pleasure at being touched, but his dick didn’t grow any harder.

Monica kept fingering him for several seconds.  Then she slapped his ass, which was still bright red from an earlier flogging.

SLAP!

“All right, get dressed and get back to work, girly!” said Monica.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Brady reluctantly.

“By the way, I’m going out tonight,” said Monica.

Brady clenched his jaw.  She went out most nights and he hated it.  He hated the fact that his wife was out flirting with other men.  It was demeaning to him and emasculating too.  It was made all the worse that there was absolutely nothing he could do about it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Brady.

“I may bring someone home too.  You don’t mind sleeping in the guest room tonight, do you?”

Brady’s jaw dropped.

His mind exploded.

Was his wife really moving beyond flirting to actually having sex and, even worse, was she really going to have sex with some stranger here
... in Brady’s own bed?  He felt intense outrage burning within him.  He wanted more than anything to scream at his wife, to tell her that this was unacceptable, but in the back of his mind was that little voice that warned him against saying anything.

“I can’t lose this deal!” screamed the voice.

But this time, it said more too.  This time, the voice added something... it added that he wasn’t man enough to stop her.  It told him that he was marching around the house in a dress and high heels.  It told him that he was his wife’s servant, her lowly maid, taking all of her orders and letting her punish him as she saw fit.  It told him that he couldn’t get hard, that he effectively had no dick whatsoever; he wasn’t a man anymore.  He had been turned into a feminized eunuch and he no longer had the strength or the right to say no to his wife, the woman who controlled him.  Indeed, if he tried, she would only laugh him off as he stood by impotently and he knew it.  So he hung his head and he responded as expected.

“No, Ma’am, I don’t mind,” said Brady through gritted teeth.  As he did, his dick grew about as hard as it got these days.  This made him blush.

—v—

Brady stewed the entire time his wife was gone.  He did as she commanded and cleaned the house... of course he did, but he was upset the whole time.  When he finished, he crashed down on the couch and stared at his trophy case.

“How have I fallen so far?” he asked himself.

He shook his head and bounced his heel against the hardwood floor.

CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!

“Seriously!  I was the quarterback of the best team of the decade.  I’m a legend, a hero!  Little boys everywhere look up to me!  How did I end up such a zero?  How can I go from winning championships to sitting at home wearing dresses and heels while my wife is out looking for other men to sleep with?  Where did this all go wrong?”

Before Brady could give it any further thought, he saw the headlights from his wife’s car reflecting through the window.  She was home.

“I’m not waiting to see who she brought home,” growled Brady.

He rose from the couch, smoothed his skirt, and tottered his way off to the guest room.  Once there, he closed the door and threw himself onto the bed.  He had no intention of going back out to see his wife.  Fortunately for him, she had no desire to see him either.  But she still managed to add to his humiliation.

As Brady lay on the bed, still dressed, trying to fall asleep, he heard his wife speaking with someone in the living room.  They were giggling and having a good time.  Their voices were just loud enough for Brady to hear them, but not loud enough that he could understand what they said.  After an hour of so, he heard them start to move.  Then he heard them come down the hallway.  In particular, he heard his wife’s high heels echoing off the floor:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  And he heard her giggling drawing nearer to his door.

They stopped right before his door.

“This is where my husband sleeps,” said Monica.  Brady could hear her.

“Your husband?!” asked the shocked male.

Monica giggled.  “Don’t worry about him... trust me.  He’s not man enough to say anything.”

“I hope so.”

“Trust me.  He can’t even get it up.”

Brady cringed and buried his head in his pillow.  As he did, his wife and the mystery man walked off down the hallway to his bedroom.  They giggled and laughed and made jokes about his flaccid member along the way.  Then they entered the bedroom and closed the door.  After that, Brady periodically heard the sounds of sex coming from the bedroom.  He wanted to cry.

—v—

Brady woke up a little later than normal in the morning.  He was still dressed in the canary yellow and white gingham dress from the night before and the yellow high-heeled sandals.  His makeup had smeared against the pillow and would need to be fixed.  He guessed that his hair, which had grown considerably in the past few months, was a mess as well.  He tied it into a ponytail.

“I guess I better get up before Monica wakes me up,” said Brady.

He rose from the bed and adjusted the clothes he wore.  Then he walked out into the hallway to find his purse so he could touch up his makeup.  When he opened his door, however, he saw a note pinned to the door.  The note was from his wife.  She instructed him to prepare breakfast for two and to bring it to the bedroom.

“Are we going to have breakfast together?” he wondered hopefully, though he knew the truth.  He knew what this meant.  Still, he tried to believe the lie because it was easier for him than the truth.

Brady fixed his makeup and then went to the kitchen and prepared the same breakfast his wife always wanted along with some other things he figured she would want for breakfast today.  He put all of that onto a single tray along with some silverware and a pot of coffee.  Then he tottered his way carefully down the hallway, balancing the tray as he went.  When he reached the bedroom door, he paused.  He didn’t know what to do.  Should he knock?  Should he enter?  Should he just leave the tray?  He decided to try to get away.  He knocked.

Knock knock!

“Excuse me, Ma’am,” said Brady.  “Here is the breakfast you requested.  I’ll leave it before the door.”

Brady started to crouch down to set down the tray when he heard his wife’s voice.

“Bring it in and serve us,” said his wife.

Brady froze.  He honestly wasn’t sure he could open the door and see this mystery man with whom his wife had slept.  Even worse, he couldn’t let this mystery man see him, not the way he was dressed.  He couldn’t bear to face the humiliation of letting another man see him, especially like this.  And what if he recognized him?

“I can’t do it,” said Brady beneath his breath.

Just then, the door opened before him as his wife yanked it open.  She wore a lilac peignoir and silver high-heeled slippers.

“There you are!  Come in,” she said.

What happened next would become etched in Brady’s mind for the rest of his life.  First, his wife grabbed Brady’s arm and yanked him into the room, leaving the tray on the floor.  Brady was stunned and terrified.  His struggled to regain his balance before he fell to the floor from the force of being yanked forward.  When he caught himself and straightened out, his knees shook.  He looked up at the bed and saw this naked man smirking at him.  The man had an enormous dick and it was hard as a rock.

“Oh my God!  Is that Brady?!” exclaimed the man and he shot up straight in the bed.

Brady cringed; he had been recognized.  He wanted to run for his life, but he was frozen in place.  His eyes involuntarily focused on the man’s face.  That’s when Brady got an even bigger shock:  it was ZAPP!!


Everything went eerily silent.  Finally, the sound of Monica chuckling pierced the silence.  “Surprise,” she said softly.

“What the hell, dude?!” asked Zapp with a laugh.

Brady started toward the door, but Monica moved to block him.

“Say hello to our guest, dear,” said Monica.

Brady blushed.  “Please don’t do this,” he whispered.

“Too late,” said Monica.

Brady blushed even deeper.  His knees shook.

Monica smirked.  “Zapp, you know my husband, don’t you?”

“Of course,” said Zapp.  “Or I thought I did.  I never knew about any of this.”  He laughed.

“Yes, Brady’s had a slight change of fate, isn’t that right dear?”

Brady looked down, but didn’t answer.  His mind was frozen, awash in overwhelming humiliation and fear.  It paralyzed him.  He felt like he wanted to shrink away to nothing and then ask his wife to mercifully step on him and put him out of his misery like a cigarette butt.

Monica, on the other hand, was clearly enjoying his humiliation and she wanted more.  “Answer me, dear, or I’ll punish you,” she said in a sing-song voice.  This caught the attention of both Zapp and Brady, but for different reasons.

Brady needed to obey.  “Yes, Ma’am,” said Brady.

Zapp was curious.  “Punish?  How?” asked Zapp.

Monica turned to her lover.  “I flog him with a flogger given to him by his teammates.  I guess they knew he was always a little bitch who needed to have his ass flogged.  I should send them a thank you card.”

Monica and Zapp both laughed.  Monica then went to her side of the bed and slipped off her peignoir.  She slipped into the bed, atop the covers.  Zapp took her in his arms.  His dick grew even harder and Monica placed her hand on it.

“Serve us now,” said Monica as she slowly stroked Zapp’s dick.

Brady cringed.  He couldn’t imagine anything more humiliating, but he took her threat of punishment seriously.  In fact, as he thought about it, that would be more humiliating, to be punished in front of Zapp, so he slowly, reluctantly, tottered over to the bed and began setting out the breakfast for his wife and her lover to eat.

“He walks really well in high heels,” said Zapp.

“He’s had a lot of practice.”

“I’m sure,” snickered Zapp.

“Would you like to learn, baby?” asked Monica with a laugh.

“Me?!  No way!”

Monica kissed him and stroked his dick.  “I figured you wouldn’t.”

“How long has this been going on?”

“Since the New York game.”

“Wow.  I had no idea.  And he doesn’t mind us f— uh, making love?” asked Zapp.

“He has no say in the matter.”

Zapp laughed.  “That’s good, I guess.”  He looked Brady up and down and snickered at the way he was dressed.  “Well, I took his job, I might as well take his woman.”

Monica smiled and kissed him on the lips.  “You’ve got her,” she purred.

Brady felt a sense of weakness shoot from the base of his spine out along his limbs and to his brain and his dick.  He felt small and helpless and completely emasculated.  And then he felt woozy and he thought he might pass out, but he didn’t.  Perhaps it would have been more merciful to him if he had, for a moment later, his wife pushed aside the tray and climbed on top of Zapp.  She stroked his dick several times and then raised up on her knees, which straddled Zapp’s chest, and she aligned her pussy with his dick.  Slowly, she lowered herself onto his dick.

“Hmmm, baby,” said Zapp.

Brady was horrified at what he saw, but he was also transfixed by it.  He couldn’t take his eyes from Zapp’s dick as his wife rode it up and down.  He saw her juices sliding down the side of Zapp’s dick, she was that wet.  She had never been that wet for him.

“Hmm, yes,” said Monica and she began to moan.  She raised her bottom higher and then brought it down faster and harder.  She was impaling herself on Zapp’s dick.  Her nipples were hard.  She was breathing shallow and hard; so was Zapp.

Brady tried desperately to look away, but couldn’t.

“Yes!  Yes!  Harder!” screamed Monica.

Brady saw Zapp thrust his hips upwards.

“More!  More!” moaned Monica.

Brady reached down and snuck his hand beneath his skirt and into his panties.  He started rubbing his dick.  He wrapped his fingers around his shrunken dick as his wife rode Zapp faster and faster.  Brady yanking on it faster, until he matched her rhythm.

“Come on, baby,” said Zapp and he reached up and squeezed Monica’s hard nipple.  His other hand found her clit and stroked it as she continued riding him.

“Oh yes!” she exclaimed.

Brady was breathing hard now too.  Suddenly, he felt something he had not felt in some time.  His dick was primed and ready to explode... and so it did.  Without another second’s wait, his dick exploded and juices shot out of it into his panties.  Everything got soaked.

Then the shame struck him.  Not only had he watched his wife have sex with another man, but he had jerked himself off watching it.  Of all the emasculating things he had experienced, this was the worst, and he did it to himself!

A moment later, Monica arched her back, grabbed Zapp’s thighs behind her and exclaimed:  “Yeeeeessss!”  She came.  Zapp came too, an instant later.  Monica lay on top of him for a moment catching her breath.  Their juices dripped out of her and down Zapp’s shaft.  Then she rolled down onto the bed and into Zapp’s arms.  She looked at her husband and chuckled.

“Get out,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Brady and he tottered off on his heels... in his wet panties.

He hung his head.  He was defeated.


Chapter Five: “The Cuckold Strikes Back”

—v—

A few weeks later, Zapp left his apartment and moved into the house with Monica.  Brady was unceremoniously moved to the guestroom.  Night after night, they would have sex as Brady was forced to stand by and watch.  Often, he held their champagne as they made love.  He would then retreat to his own room, where he felt compelled to masturbate as best he could.

About a month later, Monica came to Brady with an unpleasant surprise: divorce papers.  Brady signed them without objection, as he had no choice.  The next day, they were divorced.  In the settlement, Monica got the house and the cars, whereas Brady got all the bills.  There wasn’t much else to divide.

She married Zapp a few days later.

During this period, Brady began to suspect that something was wrong with his body as he finally noticed the changes Monica had been watching.  His first clue was that while he kept losing weight, he seemed to be getting fatter.  For the longest time he put this off to the effects of not working out for some time, plus the fact Monica forced him to keep taking the steroids.  Now he wasn’t so sure.  For not only was he getting fatter, but the fat appeared in strange places.  For example, his hips were growing wider, as was his butt.  His V-shaped torso was clearly taking on an hourglass shape.  That wasn’t normal.

Even more noticeably and much more disturbing, he was growing breasts.  They were unmistakable.  These weren’t just fat pushed into the wrong place by the corset as he thought originally.  These were breasts.  They were thick and heavy and the material was more firm than fat.  Not to mention that his nipples had grown larger and darker and puffy.  He looked like a teenage girl whose puberty had been in full swing for months and she was now racing through cup sizes.

Brady knew this wasn’t natural.

Of course, his dick kept shrinking too and now it was tiny and his balls were shriveled.  He could no longer get hard in any meaningful way.

But these were only some of the changes.  Brady noticed, for example, that he moved funny now.  All these weeks of acting like a woman and wearing the most restricting of female clothing had changed the very way he walked, stood, sat and even held himself.

Perhaps the most shocking moment of all came a few days later when, with all of these changes on his mind, Brady caught himself staring in the mirror, admiring the pretty woman staring back at him.  She was beautiful and he wondered who she was and how she had gotten into the house.  Then he finally snapped out of it and he realized that the pretty woman was him!  He almost passed out.

“Oh my God!  I look like a woman!” he exclaimed and he started to swoon.  He barely caught himself.  Then he took a few deep breaths before rubbing his fingers with their bright pink fingernails over his face.  “How can this be?”

He felt his breasts, which featured prominently through the low-cut top of his dress.  He cupped them and held them up.  They were heavy and he needed a B-cup bra at this point.

“This can’t just be from wearing women’s clothes!  How can this be?”

He started thinking about what he ate and what he did, but none of that could cause this either.  Then, suddenly, it dawned on Brady what was going on.  His jaw dropped and he felt sick.

“It’s the steroids!  It has to be!  She must have swapped them out for some sort of female hormone or something!  She’s been turning me into a woman!  This explains so much!”

All the humiliations of the past many weeks flooded through his mind and generated within him both a sense of shame that he had allowed his now ex-wife to do this to him, and a sense of outrage.  Not only did he realize that she had engineered this, but he also realized that she would never let him go.  She was even hinting at that lately, that she liked having a feminized ex-husband serve her and her new husband as a sissy maid.  He vowed right then and there to reverse what she had done, to free himself, and to get even with her and her lover Zapp.  Brady wanted to be his own man again!

—v—

For the next week, Brady spent all of his time trying to think of a way to free himself.  At first, he had no idea how to do this.  After all, he could no longer just walk away and demand a divorce.  Indeed, the divorce had already happened and his wife had taken everything from him.  He couldn’t go to the police either.  How would he explain taking steroids and all those photos where Brady appeared to enjoy his situation?  Besides, what would that get him?  He still had nothing.  What’s more, it was obvious he couldn’t go back to being a man in a hurry; it would take weeks if not longer before he could appear masculine again.  What he needed was some way to regain what he had lost... but how?

Fortunately, things slowly began to occur to him.

Indeed, after Zapp moved in, Monica took over the management of his career.  He seemed fine with this, so she took over the responsibility for reviewing and signing all of his contracts for him.  She also managed all of their finances.  Interestingly, however, Brady noticed that she rarely read what she signed.  This gave him a thought.  If he could prepare the right papers, he could sneak them into the documents she signed and she would sign them.  He just needed to figure out what kind of papers would help.

“So what do I need to do?” he asked himself.  He didn’t know... not at first.  But then it came to him, and his lucky break came a few days later.

Brady could barely contain his smile when Monica and Zapp announced that they were going on a three day vacation to the Caribbean.  Naturally, they left Brady home with instructions to keep acting like their maid.

He had other plans.

Brady dressed himself in the most professional-looking dress he had.  Fortunately, his wife had bought him a black A-line dress for some occasion that never happened.  He unzipped that and pulled it up his body.  It fit perfectly, except that his boobs were a little large for it, as he had recently experienced another growth spurt in his chest.  To this dress, he added tan stockings and black sandals with a spike heel.  He also added a pearl choker.  He looked fantastic, and very passable.

“I hope this works,” he said as he picked up one of Monica’s spare purses and her keys and walked out to her car... her bright pink sports car.

It had been months since Brady had driven and he almost forgot how.  What was worse though, he had never driven in high heels before.  It proved to be quite a challenge for the first few miles, but he did eventually get used to it for the most part.

Brady’s first stop was the DMV.  He waited patiently in line, though he was very nervous.  What he was doing was a crime and it scared him.  What happened, he wondered, if it went wrong and he ended up in jail?  He didn’t want to think about it.  But of course, that was all his mind wanted to think about.

Finally, he was called to the counter.

“Can I help you?” asked the disinterested woman.

“Yeah, hi.  My name is Monica Jones and someone stole my purse and my license a few days ago.  How do I get a new license?” asked Brady.  His mouth was dry and his knees were shaking.  The woman didn’t seem to notice.  Instead, she reached beneath the counter and handed him a form.

“Fill this out,” she said flatly.

He did, and an hour later, he had a driver’s license with his ex-wife’s name on it and his picture.

“So far, so good,” he said.

Brady then went to a local lawyer he had called.  He explained that “she,” i.e. Brady aka Monica Jones, and her husband wanted to leave all of their property to a good friend.  When the lawyer asked what they would live on, “Monica” told him about the endorsement deals and the big contract Zapp expected to get this off-season, which impressed the attorney to no end.  After examining “Monica’s” new driver’s license, he then agreed to prepare the paperwork for “Monica’s” signature and promised to have it ready the next day.

After this, Brady visited the bank and got the paperwork he needed to withdraw all of the money from “her” account at one time.  The bank manager naturally tried to talk her out of this, so that the bank could keep her business, but he agreed that they would process the paperwork without problems the same day “she” submitted it.

Brady returned home and cleaned the house.  He did that now when he was bored or nervous.

—v—

About a week later, Brady saw his opportunity.  Monica had negotiated an endorsement contract with a shoe company for Zapp and they had sent a massive contract to the house by courier.  Monica flipped through the contract, but didn’t read it.  Before she could sign it, however, Brady told her that lunch was ready.  His timing was no accident.  For while Monica ate lunch, Brady added the documents he had obtained from the lawyer to the end of the contract.  If everything went right, she would sign those documents without even thinking about it.

“That was not a very good lunch, Brady,” said Monica.  She rose from the table and started down the hallway to the study.  Brady was obligated to walk with her until she gave him different instructions.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” said Brady.

“I’m very disappointed.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

“I don’t think you are.  You’ve been misbehaving quite a bit lately,” grumbled Monica, “and I know you can do better than you did with lunch.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

“‘I’m sorry, Ma’am,’” she mimicked.

By this point, they had reached the study and Monica sat down at the desk.  She took the contract in her hands and flipped to the signature pages.  Brady stood by nervously waiting for her to sign... and praying she didn’t notice what he had done.  Fortunately, multiple signature pages were not at all unusual.

“I don’t think you are sorry.  I think I’ve been too soft with you lately.  I think it’s time for a solid punishment tonight to remind you of your place.  Maybe I’ll even let Zapp flog you again.”

Brady cringed.  Zapp was much stronger than Monica and a flogging from him would be much more painful, not to mention much more humiliating.  “I’ll do my best to improve, Ma’am,” said Brady sincerely.

Monica snickered at how easily he had surrendered.  “We’ll see.”

She signed the first page.  Then the second.  Then the third.  She then placed the entire pile of documents into a large envelope, adding a metered stamp, and handed it to her husband.

“Here.  Make yourself useful.  Take this to the mailbox,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Brady and he took the papers.  As he left the room, his wife turned on the television.  She paid him no attention as he went to his own room instead and pulled out the documents he needed.

“Now, I just need one more thing,” he said.

That would actually come the following afternoon.

—v—

Brady couldn’t believe his luck.  Monica was out shopping and Zapp was sleeping on the couch.  Even better, Zapp had taken sleeping pills and would be sleeping hard.  Better, yet, he was naked!  Brady smiled to himself.

“Here we go,” he said.

Brady went to his closet and pulled out several items he had set aside for this moment.  He rushed back to Zapp, trying very carefully to remain as quiet as possible so as not to disturb Zapp.  Once there, he pulled out his makeup kit and he went to work on Zapp’s face, adding blush, eye shadow and lipstick in noticeable amounts.  He then painted Zapp’s fingernails and toenails.

“Now comes the hard part,” said Brady.

He pulled a pair of panties from his bag and he carefully worked them up Zapp’s legs until he could go no further.  They looked good as they were obviously panties.  He then pulled a pair of high-heeled sandals from the bag and he slipped those onto Zapp’s feet and strapped them in place.  Finally, he worked a corset around Zapp’s torso and tightened it as best he could.

“Done,” said Brady.

Next, Brady pulled a dress from the bag and he laid it on the floor in a way which made it clear it was a dress and appeared as if Zapp had taken it off and tossed it to the floor.  He set a purse next to it as well, as well as some of Monica’s sex toys.

“Perfect,” said Brady when he felt the scene was set up as he wanted.

Brady raced back to his ex-wife’s bedroom and grabbed her camera.  He returned to the living room and took several dozen photos from all sorts of angles.

“Now for the next step,” said Brady.

Brady hiked up his skirt and pulled down his panties.  He rubbed his dick to make it as hard as possible.  It was still tiny and very soft, but it looked like an erect dick at least.  It would be good enough.  He set the camera on a tripod and set it to go off every seven seconds.  He placed the brunette wig he had found in his wife’s closet on his head so he would not be recognized.  Then he crouched down before Zapp’s legs and he slipped the head of Zapp’s dick into his mouth.  He made sure that his own dick would be seen prominently in the images and he pretended to stroke it.

CLICK!

The camera took the first picture.  Seven seconds passed.

CLICK!

Brady shifted positions.  He tried not to think of what he was doing, but this was too much to ignore.  It felt incredibly humiliating to suck another man’s dick, but it was his ticket to what he wanted, so he tried to suppress all the feelings that washed over him and he proceeded.

CLICK!

He felt intense shame.  He felt humiliated.  He felt emasculated.  He felt ill.

CLICK!

But he carried on.

CLICK!

He tried several more angles and several poses, each time waiting to hear the camera click.  Then he shifted over to Zapp’s head and he got down on his knees.  He stuck his dick in Zapp’s face.

CLICK!

He got it closer to Zapp’s mouth.

CLICK!

He pushed it right against Zapp’s lips.

CLICK!

Suddenly, Zapp stirred and his lips reached out and pulled Brady’s dick into his mouth.  Brady almost panicked.  It scared him what Zapp might do, but he also knew that this was ultimately a good thing for him, so he took a deep breath and smiled for the camera.  Actually, he did his best to look like he was in ecstasy.

CLICK!

Brady stood frozen as Zapp sucked away.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

Zapp even opened his eyes, though he was still asleep.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

Finally, Brady was about to pull his dick out of Zapp’s mouth.  Before he could, however, he felt a surge of pleasure strike him.  He tingled all over, and he knew what this meant.  He yanked his dick back out just as juices shot out of it.

CLICK!

Those juices flew threw the air and landed all over Zapp’s lips and in his face.

CLICK!

“Oh my God,” said Brady with a laugh and he covered his mouth.

CLICK!

Brady stood up, pulled up his panties, and grabbed the camera.  He raced to his room on tiptoes so as to minimize the noise from his heels.  He scanned through the images and saw that they were exactly what he needed.

“Yes!” he whispered excitedly.

Brady grabbed the papers he needed to file, tiptoed to the living room, where he grabbed the keys to Zapp’s luxury car, and then walked to the door.

“See you in the news, Zapp.”

With that, Brady left.

Twenty minutes later, Monica came home.  She set down the shopping bags she carried and she tiptoed over to Zapp to surprise him.  She was the one in for a surprise, however.  As she came around the couch, she suddenly noticed the makeup, the nail polish and the high heels.  She shook her husband awake.

“What the hell is going on?!” demanded Monica.

“What are you talking about?” asked the groggy Zapp.

“Look at what you’re wearing!”

Zapp looked down at his body and furrowed his brow.  “What is going on?”

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Monica.  “What is that on your face?”

Zapp furiously wiped his face.  “What the hell?!”

Monica’s face boiled red.  “Brady!” she yelled, but he wouldn’t answer.  Indeed, she wouldn’t see him again until a few days later when the sheriff arrived to evict her and Zapp from Brady’s home.  It was then that she discovered that she had somehow signed over all of their property to Brady, that she had apparently emptied their bank account as well, and that she had cancelled all of their credit cards.  She and Zapp were broke, with no home, no money and no credit.

“At least we still get the money from your new contract,” said Monica to her husband, “and the money from your endorsements!  He can’t take that from us!”

—v—

“The football world has its biggest scandal of the summer,” said Blake Scutter, the announcer on the number one sports news program on television.  “Two days ago, several photos appeared online which showed Steven ‘Zapp’ Jones in a rather embarrassing situation involving a strangely dressed Jones and what has been reported to be a ‘shemale’.”

Blake tried to suppress his smile.

“Jones, you may recall was the Hawks’ playoff hero last year after Brady Hunter was benched.  The team had no comment about the photos but they’ve issued a statement saying that they don’t discriminate against players for their gender preferences.  Nevertheless, they cut Jones today claiming they needed to make room on their roster for new players.  As of this report, no other team has picked him up.  Coincidence?  You decide.  An unconfirmed report has it that several of Jones’ sponsors have already dropped him.”

Blake smirked.

“Up next, we’ll talk about new coaches...”

—v—

Football season had returned.  Brady walked down the stadium corridor to the entrance to the field.  Ahead of him, already on the field, was his team.  He could hear them practicing.  He could also hear his high-heeled boots echo loudly against the concrete walls.  A moment later, Brady emerged into the light.  The bright sun seemed to light up his cheerleader uniform.

“Over here, ladies,” called out the woman who managed the squad.

Brady, who now went by the name “Brandy,” walked over with the other women.  He brushed back his gorgeous hair and adjusted his enormous breasts.  He shot a glance at his old team which was running passing drills on the other side of the field.

“Welcome to round two of the cheerleader tryouts,” said the woman.  “We’re going to divide you into four groups and work with you individually.  Some of you won’t make the squad, but if you do your best, each of you has as good a chance as anyone else.  So let’s get started and see what you’ve got.”

Brady smiled.

Why was he here?  Because after Brady won back his freedom, he visited several doctors who told him that there was no way he would ever be a masculine man again... and he certainly would never play football again.  They could do some surgeries and give him hormones, but he would always look vaguely feminine.  Realizing he would never make much of a man, he decided to try his hand at being a woman.  So he kept taking the hormones and his breasts exploded.  Moreover, he started spending hours in the gym trying to tone his body, which ended up giving him a very sexy feminine shape.  Soon enough, he saw himself as a fit, attractive woman.

Slowly, he settled into his new life as Brandy Hunter.  He even found a girlfriend who was turned on by his feminized shape.  Everything was going well.  One thing kept nagging at him though:  a desire to get back on the field.

Then it struck him.  With the training Monica had given him, he knew how to be a cheerleader... but could he really try out for the squad?

“Why not?” he thought.  “What do I have to lose trying out?”

So he did, and he made it past the first round.  Would he make the squad?  No one knew yet, but he had made it through the initial cuts.  Maybe he would make it back out on the field after all.

The End.
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This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both
 College Student to Coed
 and
 Making Her Husband Her Maid
.



College Student to Coed
 is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?



Making Her Husband Her Maid
 is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.
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This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of
 Feminized by his Mother-in-Law
, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon
 both
 Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?
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This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both
 The Sissy House Sitter
 and
 Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
.



The Sissy House Sitter
 begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.



Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
 is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?
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This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story
 Not What He Wanted
 and its conclusion
 What He Got
.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

This second part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy: 
 Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.



Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant: 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and a lot more!

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five): 
 This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!


Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Femford School for Girls (Part One):
  Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Femford School (Part Two):
  Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?


This Part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer): 
 Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.


This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair): 
 Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.


This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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